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THE HON. BARDWELL SLOTE, OF COHOSH. 

By Junius. 

THE man whom poor dead Billy Florence used to make 
the dominant, laughter-breeding memory-haunting 
figure in "The Almighty Dollar," is with us still. He 
infests Washington for many months of each year. 

He saves the country with persistency. 	I purpose to tell of 
him as I have known him. A residence of three years in the 
Capital City and a daily converse with its legislators has con-
vinced me that nearly all congressmen are Bardwell Slotes, 
more or less. 	It is a fact that to a dweller in the District of 
Columbia there arc no great men. Washington peop:e are 
valets to these heroes. They get to know them with their 
rouge and corsets off. The sight is not pretty, but it is in-
structive. Sometimes it fills a man with despair of the future 
of this country. It convinces him that the greatest republic 
of history cannot hold together for another century. 	It 
makes him think that statesmanship is dead, never to re-
surge, and that its place is taken by narrow foul politics. But 
generally mirth comes as a relief. There is so much of the ir-
diculous in the modern American Cicero or Catiline that one's 
visions of his shortcomings is blurred by the tears that laugh-
ter brings. 

In nine cases out of ten the man sent to Washington to rep- 
resent his people is uneducated. 	In the tenth case he is ill- 
bred. I once showed to twenty congressmen the following 
stanza asking them to translate it: 

"Le bruit est pour le fat, 
La Plainte est pour le sot, 

L'honnette homme s'eloigne trompe 
Et ne dit pas niot." 

It is the simplest of French doggerel and means, freely 
translated, that while the fat-headed and the weakly foolish do 
a great deal of jawing when mistreated by the powerful, the 
sensible man picks himself up and totes himself far from the 
neighborhood wherein he is unwelcome and never says a 
word. Of my twenty congressmen, but one offred a transla-
tion. That was the dead William H. Crain, of Texas. The 
men were taken at random, and I may say that I did not ex- 
pect any translations when I started out. 	Most frequently 
a man gets to congress through a practically acquired knowl-
edge of dirty politics, backed by the ability to make a stump 
speech, to tell a smutty story and to plead for his job with a 
slavish lickspittleism that would disgust a Digger Indian. 
The ordinary congressional candidate when smitten upon 
one cheek will turn the other, and when smitten upon the oth-
er will hoist his coat-tail and request the honor of 3 kick. 

It is but natural that a job which is obtained by eating filth  

and drinking filth and sleeping in filth is held to with a tenac-
ity that rises superior to all manliness and all decency. The 
congressman knows but one God—the people whoelected him. 
He has but one object—to please those people and get a re- 
nomination. 	He does not represent the United States of 
America. He represents his district. His idea of statesman-
ship is to get as many federal jobs for the voters of his Dis-
trict and as many and large federal appropriations for his Dis-
trict as lie can. That is all of it. Any individual Congress-
man if he had his way would fill the government places en-
tirely from his District and erect a federal postoflice and cus-
tom house at every cross roads in his District. If he could do 
these things, he thinks he would be certain of re-election, and 
he is right. 	Federal patronage is a fanged whip that hangs 
ever above his shoulders and occasionally it falls .The recip-
ient of the blow cringes, cowers and howls like a beaten hound, 
but he does not resent. When Grover Cleveland caged the 
Fifty-third congress into extraordinary session, the object be-
ing to repeal the Sherman act and utterly demonetize silver. 
thus completing the vast robbery of 1873, he knew that there 
Ns as a pro-silver majority against him, but he knew also that 
he held the handle of the patronage whip in his fat beer-
swelled hand and that his slaves would troop to do his will at 
the first crack of its lash. 	The result justified his confidence. 
The Democratic party had a majority of nearly ioo in the 
House of Representatives, but that majority voted directly 
against its convictions. It was told that it would get no jobs 
for constituents until it had surrendered its honesty. Ameri-
can history contains no such pitiful instance of cowardice and 
grovelling meanness. 	Instead of one Benedict Arnold sell- 
ing his soul for temporary gain, we had fifty. It did the soul 
of me good to read the returns of the next Congressional elec-
tion and to know that the truckling, craven disgusting ma-
jority was wiped out as a boy rubs a wet sponge across a 
slate. 

The Hon. Bardwell Slote is a large man at home and a 
giant to his wife. In his first term he comes to Washington 
a month ahead of the date set for the assembling of Congress, 
because he wants the Capital to get used to him gradually. 
He hires a couple of rooms in a hotel. His wife puts some 
flowers on the mantel piece in the sitting room and wears her 
best dress all of the time while she is waiting for the presi- 
dent's consort and the cabinet ladies to call. 	They do not 
call. 	The Hon. Slote is shocked almost to dumbness to 
discover that the Capital does not know that he is on earth. 
Beyond a two-line "personal" in the morning paper, jammed 
among the "'hotel arrivals," no mention is made of his com- 
ing. 	He has bills in his trunk providing for a public build- 
ing at Bungtown and a deep water harbor at Squashville and 
a light house on Jim Ned creek and the establishment of a 
federal court at Eden and a governmental survey of the bad 
lands around Dogtown, and the Bungtown Bazoo and the 
Squashville Cresset and the Eden Echo and the Dogtown 
Democrat have all stated that he intended to make speeches 
on every one of them, but the general public does not seem 
to take much interest in these foreshadowed cataclysmal 
events. 	Posing on the sidewalk in front of his hotel, with 
his legs wide apart, his hands behind him and his breast well 
out, a couple of small boys passing remark that he is "de new 
jay Loin Injyanny," and that is all the notice he gets. The 
attitude was very effective at home, but it does not seem to 
excite awe in the District of Columbia. 

Once in his seat on the floor of the House he discovers 
that he is merely a unit in the majority or the minority. No- 
body asks his advice about anything. 	The tally clerk calls 
his name in a careless manner. He cannot catch the speak-
er's eye. He bobs up a half dozen times in the first hour with 
intent to make a motion about something and sinks back 
limply. 	The voice, face and manner that wei-e wont to :till  
the conventions at home are no good. The newspaper men 
in the gallery over the speaker's head point at him and whis-
per to each other and then they laugh. It makes him un-
c( nIfortable. The next day the clipping bureau se idshim 
thirty or forty paragraphs like this: 

"The Hon. Bardwell Slete. of the Cohosh district, Indi- 
Brann's Speeches and Lectures. 25 cents. Newsdealers. 
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ana, made his first appearance on the floor yesterday. 	He 
experienced some difficulty in delivering his half dozen 
speeches on the various manuscripts in his trunks. 	The 
speaker was savagely oblivious. 	The Hon. Slote will add 
much to the gayety of nations. The distinctive articles of his 
attire were a red cravat, a coat of the vintage of '49, a to-
bacco-stained shirt-front and a wisp of oakum-colored chin 
beard 	As a bit of bric-a-brac, or a curio from one of the 
oldest portions of the unhallowed west, he will be of value in 
the interior decoration of the Capitol, but it is to be feared that 
his oratorical vent has been choked up for some time to 
come." 

As time goes on the Hon. Slote finds his uses. He visits 
the departments with persistency. 	He is followed by a trail 
of office seekers from home. 	He finds that he must wait like 
a servant in the ante-rooms of the secretaries. 	He does not 
wield much influence. 	His party leaders realize the value of 
his vote and order him to cast it when they want it. 	The 
qualities of the man bring him forward. 	He has been a 
heeler in the small politics of his own county and he becomes 
a wrestler with two or three hundred heelers from other parts 
of the republic. 	The professioral widow, clad in the sable 
habiliments of woe, takes him into a quiet corner and leans 
against him hard. The Hon. Slote becomes wildly excited 
and promises to leg for her bill. 	He legs for it until it 
passes and goes up to the court of claims. Then the-widow 
knows him no more. 	A young lady, with freshly colored 
cheeks - and golden hair streaming down her back, looks at 
him tenderly in the House restaurant. 	He follows her out- 
side the Capitol and boards a car with her and scrapes ac-
quaintance with her, and goes back to his lean but fiery wife 
some time that night, looking and feeling like a dissipated 
tom cat stealing homeward over the roofs in the gray of a 
chilly morning. He is introduced to the poker game at Cham-
berlin's and finds that he can hold more big hands and get 
more of them beaten than in any place he ever saw in his lite. 
He discover s that the whisky sold in the Capitol is sudden 
death at a distance of 15o yards against the wind. He draws 
his first month's wage of $416 and finds that his resolution 

is

to  
save $316 of it might as well have not been made. His mile- 
age money has been spent long before. The fact 	borne in 
on him that it is necessary only that he answer to his name at 
12 o'clock roll call. 	He will not be allowed to make speeches 
anyhow and can, if he chooses, fill in his time talking to the 
professional widow and the young lady of the restaurant. 

At the end of the two years' term he returns to his home a 
wiser man. 	He encourages the idea that in order to get 
good results it is necessary to return a congressman for many 
sessions. He has had a taste of the fleshpots He is sent back. 
At the next session he is an "old member." His capacity for 
chicanery has been increasedby experience. 	Having little 
morals to start with, he is now as utterly conscienceless as it 
is possible for a man to be and keep out of jail. 	He gets his 
bills through by "fine work." 	He prefers to be known as a 
mole that works under ground. 	He has formed an ability 
to add materially to his income. He would get rich, but for 
the fact that his expenses have increased with his earnings. 
He has from one to four female employes of the government 
"on his staff." 	He seeks constantly for youthful typewriters. 
He has learned to dress in a manner that does not shock the 
populace. 	His voice takes on an unctuous greasy- timbre. 
He has become something of an authority on canvas-back 
and wines. 	His head is full of "schemes" and the pre-re- 
quisite of them all is governmental appropriation. 	In re- 
turn for his vote in favor of several more or less iniquitous 
measures grabs and steals, he has obtained appropriations 
for the federal building at Bungtown and the light house of 
Jim Ned creek. The money for the deep water harbor a. 
Squashville is carried in the general rivers and harbors bill 
and he has hopes that the federal court will sit at Eden the 
next year. 	He is-  more solid with his constitutents. Many 
of them have been made postmasters and railway postal clerks 
and inspectors of various kinds. One of them has even been 
given a consulate in Demerara and ‘yrites many letters home, 
bearing strange looking stamps. 	The Hon. Slote at this 
period of his career is puffy under the eyes. Three Turkish 
baths a week keep him going. His wife has learned not to 
question him too closely, and, possibly, has found consola-
tions of her own. 

So he goes on from year to year. He does not sink any 
lower in the scale of morality, because already he is about as 
low as he can get. When a man reaches a stage where he de-
pends for his living altogether on public office and to obtain 
that office is compelled to fight politicians with their own 
weapons, not much more need be said than a simple statement 
of the case. When the day of his decapitation arrives—and  

it comes to him soon or late—he is apt to develop into a lob-
byist. Having been a congressman gives him the right to the 
floor of the House or Senate. 	He will be found later on 
championing any bill that has money in it, no matter how 
patent the steal. 

This description of the Hon. Bardwell Slote, of Cohosh, is 
not in any way overdrawn. 	It is, in fact, conservative. 	If 
an exact portraiture of him were given, the Iconoclast would 
be unmailable. There are some men in the American House 
of Representatives who are ornaments to the Republic. They 
are honest, patriotic and intelligent. 	But they are wofully 
few. Slote may stand for the ruck of them. They are im-
moral and pestiferous demagogues, robbing the public whose 
pay they draw and willing to go any length to maintain their 
seats. 	Washington is notoriously a rotten city. sexually and 
politically, and the representatives in Congress, more than any 
other component of the body civic, help to make it so. 

This state of affairs will continue until men are chosen by 
the people distinctly for merit and past services, and for these 
things only. 	There are in the state of Texas to-day, and in 
every other state of the Union for that matter, a hundred 
demagogues who are known to be demagogues. They have 
fed like buzzards upon the rotting offal of politics and the 
people continue to vote for them. Every now and then the 
Iconoclast reaches out and whacks one of them a fell blow 
upon his sconce, but, having tied up his head, he once again 
returns to his business of craving alms at the hands of his 
fellows. 

If I wanted to send a daughter of mine to perdition, I 
would leave her in Washington dependent upon the influence 
of some congressman on the wrong side of forty. 	If I 
wished to insure for my son a liberal and eternal dose of hell- 
fire, I would set before him any one of two hundred represen- 
tatives and tell him to follow their example in all things. 
The girl might land as a leader in low-necked bare-armed and 
swell-busted society or in a bagnio and the boy might land 
in Congress or in tfie penitentiary. 

Washington, D. C., November 23, 1897. 

MONDE AND DEMI-MONDE. 

By Ethelyn Leslie Huston. 

NCE upon a time in the city of Detroit there lived a 
society woman ,who was very wealthy. Her home 
was one of the most regal of the Woodward avenue 
mansions. 	Her aristocratic limbs were clothed in 

the softest of silks, her delicate hands were weighed down 
with costliest jewels, her retinue of servants was worthy the 
princely hospitalities she extended to those of her august or-
der, and her charities—upon occasion—were as munificent as 
the gifts of gods. 

This woman was very fair to look upon, and her life seemed 
a path of rose leaves upon which all the graces smiled. But 
there was a canker at the heart of all this loveliness, the dead-
ly breath of the Upas tree sometimes pierced its incense, the 
hidden head of a coiled asp now and then stirred the laces 
nestling at her breast. 	And the tiny asp that slept on her 
heart was Rumor, that she could not kill, yet whose sting 
meant death. 	And when it moved, her lips whitened with 
fear, but she soothed it back to the warmth of slumber and 
strewed lavish gifts on the altar of charity. And then, for 
awhile, the asp slept. And so it was that upon one of these 
occasions the asp moved restlessly, thro' the soft music of the 
cultured voices around her there crept an ominous hiss as the 
little green head parted the perfumed lace. 

And the woman knew that her frailties were many and the 
hiss was Truth, and that all her loveliness was but a whited 
sepulcher that hid the ghastly bones of a murdered woman-
hood. 

So with her jeweled hand she soothed the asp and gathered 
about her the women of her kind and told. them that as the 
man of Nazareth had walked %mong the fallen so ought they. 
And these women arranged that they should go to the Mag-
dalene of their city and teach them the error of their way and 
lead them gently into the treadmill of factory and sweat-shop 
to earn their daily bread and butter and olives. 

So in a holy band of six they sought a gilded haunt of sin 
and asked Madame R-- if they might talk for a while with her 
—er—young ladies. The former smilingly acquiesced and they 
were courteously ushered into a stately drawing-room, where 
a number of the—er—young ladies listened with equally smil- 
ing interest to their disertations on the beauties of a moral 
life. She of the asp moved to the rear of the drawing-room, 



gRAN N'S ICONOCLAST. , 

where a woman with a delicate, refined face was sitting at a 
grand piano. Her eyes had a touch of tragedy and a great 
weariness in their depths, but as they rested gravely on her 
guest there was the faintest soupcon of amusement under their 
drooping lids. 

"My dear," quoth the grande dame, very gently, "forgive me 
if I intrude on delicate ground, but I want to ask—to know—
that is—" very regretfully, "just tell me why do you lead a 
sinful life?" 

The other woman was silent for a long moment, then she 
spoke with equal gentleness: 

"Madame, 1 was deserted when a girl-wife with a little 
child to support. 	I lead this sinful life to support my baby 
and myself. And now, may I ask in return what is your rea-
son?" 

Here the chronicle ended, but the incident is still fresh in 
the memories of the City of the Straits' most exclusive 15o. 

It is reluctantly admitted by those who labor sincerely 
among the world's unfortunates that the reformation of a 
fallen woman is more difficult than the twelve labors of Her-
cules. They are of two classes—the naturally depraved and 
the victim of circumstances. The former is utterly hopeless 
because her nature is too coarse-fibred to even realize, let 
alone heed, her own infamy. The latter is equally hopeless 
because she realizes too much. And how reform the half-
world when society leads so gaily?—"We dance along-  Death's 
icy brink, but is the dance less fun?" If morals are lax for 
sheer amusement, among those of the purple, what wonder 
if Moses' tablet grow dim to the people! Did the glorious 
and glittering sin of the French patrician teach the grisette 
patience with her lowly lot? Or did not her frantic fingers 
twist in the soft, perfumed tresses of proud heads, with 
shrieks for the guillotine the more fierce because of the toil-
worn hands? 

But she of the monde draws her costly laces over the little 
asp and gives with the dainty hand of a pictured Lady Boun-
tiful, while her world smiles approval. And she of the half-
world, who realizes too much!---what she is, who gave heart 
and soul and body to a supreme self-abnegation only to be 
struck back fro-u the blaze of her heaven with the brazen 
clamor of its closing gates clashing thro' her stunned brain,—
she gathers the rags of her life arotmd her and flies, a haunt-
ed and a hunted thing to the blackest depths that can strangle 
thought and memory and brain. She laughs, too, over her 
whited sepulcher, but it is a laugh with painted lips and a 
merriment whose end is madness. We do not ask her for 
her charity—wheti we remember her at all, it is to clutch her 
wages of sin from her grasp to add to the city's tax. And 
it is not the green asp of Rumor that sleeps in her breast 
covered by jewelled fingers, but under her thin hand burns the 
flame of Vathek, eating always with its crimson torment till 
heart and reason are charred and black and dead. 

We cannot forgive her, so we fine her. 	Her name is in 
the Black List, not the Blue Book. She sins and suffers, 
while the other sins and smiles, and we lash the woman while 
we laud the wanton. 

Of what avail are our home and refuge and retreat—empty 
shells of stiff formula and strict red tape? Hospitals to the 
coarse class, perhaps, but is it there a racked soul would turn 
while in her tottering brain the armed hosts of heaven and hell 
wage war? 

Of what avail are creed and dogma and ritual, when we 
ourselves "bow the knee to pomp that loves to varnish guilt?" 
Of what avail our benevolence that offers, not the Christ-
touch of pity and understanding, but the bitter bread of 
craven servitude and Pharisacial condescension, that says 
"thou art vile and lost for all time?" 

We laud the wanton because she has wealth and power. 
She buys our favor with her wines and feasts, and blinds our 
willing eyes with her gifts and charities, and we only murmur 
with pensive gentleness "who shall judge!" 

We are such cultured black-mailers, such refined bribe-
seekers, such sensitive sycophants, while she obeys the elev-
enth commandment and is properly discreet she feeds us epi-
curean favors as she feeds her English pug bon-bons. 

And we are careful that the face of the dog shall express 
the greater intelligence. 

And the woman with the flame in her heart? From her we 
have nothing to gain so—what would you! Her nature was 
too great to be discreet. She sinned grandly, but the height 
of her sin made deeper the depths of her soul abasement and 
her self-torment was too horrible to clothe itself in the taw- 
dry draperies of diplomacy. She bared herself to the whips 
of the avenging furies, she cowered before the wrath of out-
raged gods, and to her there was no guerdon possible for 
the shattered chrystal of her girlhood. 	When her heaven  

thrust her out, to her there was only left the world's hell of 
lost souls. And we in our wisdom accept her own sentence 
and our lips are silent. We feast the wanton who is wise 
and bracket Marguerite with Messalina. 	We kiss the one 
and curse the other, because the one is a hypocrite in the 
halls of splendor and the other honest in the haunts of shame. 
We hover around the one with flatteries and soft courtesies, 
and we hound down the other with pitiless vengeance, human 
and divine. 

And in all this does our world show its shallowness and its 
immeasurable stupidity. How dare woman say to her sis-
ter woman, -I am better than thou!" In how much has she 
been tried and tempted? How much does she know of life 
and its hideous tests? How much does she know woman's 
love that is at once her glory and her shame, her crown and 
her crucifix, her heaven and her Calvary? How dare she 
judge? Has she ever faced the uphill battle where her two 
hands alone fought the ravenous wolves of Want and Hun- 
ger? 	Has she ever slipped her bared arm thro' the iron 
staples and held it there, while they howled in fury outside, 
and this iron cut and bruised and tore flesh and nerve,—till 
her teeth sank thro' tongue and lip and her eyes grew misty 
and dim with torture worse than death? Has she ever done 
all this?—while her strength reeled and failed and thro' it all 
she cursed God for the white fear in the faces of those who 
loved and lived upon her? Has she ever felt that sickening 
give, as the hell-hounds swept her back and down, and in her 
blind despair she would clutch at aid tho' it were steeped in 
all the infamies from here to Hades? Has she ever known 
all this?—she who would draw her silken skirts aside? Then if 
she have not, let her strip her heart of its stainless selfishness 
and her limbs of their ignorant ease; let her go out into, the 
world where women live and strive and suffer, and !cit her 
humbly crawl to the feet of those women whose toil-worn 
hands and weary faces and scarred hearts and souls shame 
her shallow usefulness, and let her lay her mouth in the dust 
and cry "Peccavi!" 

How dare she judge! Who is she, with her pitiless eyes 
and useless hands and ignorant heart and narrow life,—who 
is she to question lives that in all their ruins are as grand, 
compai ed to hers, as a ruined temple compared to a child's 
painted toy. Would she write of Rome with the pearl and 
gold bauble on her dainty, inlaid desk? Would she measure 
the Pantheon with the little yardstick of her own intellect? 
Would she weigh Caesar's life and motives on the jeweled let-
ter-scales of her own experience? Would she guage Jove by 
the character of her curate? 

If she can do this, then is she competent to voice her judg-
ment on the most profound of all mysteries—human life. 

Boise City, Idaho, November 12. 

MACHIAVELLI. 

By William Marion Reedy. 

0  NE of the best books issued this year is the thin 
pamphlet, you might call it, which contains Mr. 
John Morley's lecture on Machiavelli. 	It will re- 
pay any reader from what standpoint soever he may 

approach the character. "The veering gusts of public judg-
ment have carried incessantly along, from country to coun-
try, and from generation to generation, with countless muta-
tions of aspect and of inuendo, the sinister renown of 
Machiavelli." 

Truly this man of all men, since Judas, has attained an im- 
mortality of infamy. 	Long was it thought that the ^om- 
mon domestic title of the devil, "Old Nick," was an abbre- 
viation of Machiaevelli's Christian name. 	Hudibras fath- 
ered that myth, but now we know, Mr. Morley says, that 
the familiar appellation of the Evil One is a remnant of 
Norse mythology, deriving from Nyke, the water-goblin. 

For three centuries all the evils of all political systems and 
policies have been attributed to the influence of Machivaelli's 
logic. 	ChurCh and 'State alike have claimed he was the 
champion of the other's cause. 	He was Jesuit and atheist 
as it suited the turn of any vituperative polemist. 	He was 
Reformer and "Romanist" as the advocates of Rome or 
Reformation happened to interpret him. His is, certainly, 
an unique greatness. 	There has been in his work, as in all 
great work, something for all men; but that something has 
been always, for three centuries, something bad. 	It is no 
wonder, therefore, that there prevailed once, a belief that 
the Devil himself had written his chief book. I have always 
had an idea that Goethe in drawing Mephistopheles, 
glanced from the tail of his mind's eye at Machiavelli for a 
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model. Machiavelli appears to come nearer than any hu-
man being to realizing the Goethe conception of Intellectual 
Evil. 

The man, still, may be infamous but—he is intensely hu- 
man. 	The baseness of him has its basal strength in his 
founding upon man. 	He is the only realist philosopher. 
Beside him Becon is a dreamer. 	Machiavelli was and is 
the master misanthrope, and,—God help us!—we must ad- 
mit that his misanthropy only too well is founded on fact. 
He seems to have been the most perfect incarnation of that 
"accomplished and infamous Italy," which gave us the Bor- 
gias and the terrible Elizabethan plays of Tourneur, 'Web- 
ster and Ford, with their plots of incest and murder; that 
Italy which was a veritable Hell out of which rose the 
Renaissance. 	He was the philosophy of that Italy. He 
first said, in effect, that nothing succeeds like success. He 
first cast aside Plato and his dreaming and Aristotle and 
his elements. He was the father of the philosophy of 
"practical politics." 	Francis Bacon learned of Machiaeyilli, 
who "wrote what men do and not what they ought to do." 
This is the philosophy of fact. 	He dealt with men as lie 
found them. 	He was a sublime, almost a diabolical, op- 
portunist. I have often thought Benjamin Franklin, with 
his "honesty is the best policy," is another Machiavelli, 
only touched a little with the pharisaism of the Puritan. 
NA, ith the Italian anything that would win was the best pol- 
icy, and this was his honest estimate of men. 	The best 
policy was the policy adopted, after looking the facts of life 
and of human nature squarely in the face and finding that the 
end was to be attained easiest either by honesty or dishon- 
es.-1. 	To "get there," as we say, was the faith of Mach- 
iavelli. 

Idea and ideal meant nothing to the author of "The 
Prince." 	Vv hat we know as "moral forces" this Italian ig- 
nored. He judged humanity by its lowest average of mo- 
tive or intelligence. 	There was but one general law, for 
him, and that was that it was right to deceive, if force were 
of dubious effect, in affairs of State. 	It were well to be 
honest, if one could, as a ruler of the State, but it was duty 
to rule and triumph by any means between the extremes of 
simple lying on the one hand and poison or other assassin-
ation on the other. • Machiavelli was born in 1469. He was 
a governmental secretary in Florence and met many of the 
strangely fine and fiendish characters of that time. He went 
on lour missions tcb the King of France; was an intimate of 
Caesar Borgia; was an emissary of the Florentine republic 
to Pope J unus II, and was with Maximilian at Innsbruck. 
Those were stormy times and Machiavelli studied the storms. 
He belonged to the popular party—and his masterpiece is a 
manual fur t) rants. After 1512, with the return of the Medici, 
he lust his place, was imprisoned, was put to the torture, was 
amnestied by Leo X and withdrew to San Casciano, where 
he lived a life almost idyllic in its manner, to judge by a 
description from his own pen which Mr. Morley has incor-
porated in his lecture. It was there he wrote the book 
"The Prince," at forty-five, dedicating it to Lorenzo the 
Magnificent. 	The dedication was a bit of palaver to the 
tyrant who had destroyed Florentine freedom. It was sev-
eral years before he was rewarded by small employment and 
then lie was commissioned to write the history of Florence 
which he finished and dedicated to Leo X, in 1527. Here 
also, it is supposed, he wrote a comedy, much praised and 
unremembered. He was a shrewd man, as his writings aver, 
yet he made a failure of his own life, to a large extent. He 
was cheerful in his ill-fortune, however, and he "clung to 
public things" and, after this comedy, wrote the dialogue's of 
the "Art of War," to induce his countrymen to substitute 
for mercenary armies a national militia—to-day one of the 
organic ideas of the European system.' Just as Machiavelli 
entered public life Savonarola had gone to the stake for an 
idea. The spirit of Dante touched him not at all. 	was 
a man of his time, but not of the very best of his time. And 
yet he wrote that he loved his country with his whole soul, 
Mr. Morley says, "and one view of Machiavelli is that he 
was always the lion masquerading in the fox's skin, an im-
passioned patriot, under all his craft and jest and bitter 
mockery. 	Even Mazzini, who explained the ruin of Italy 
by the fact that Machiavelli prevailed over Dante, admits 
that he had 'a profoundly Italian heart.' " Machiavelli died 
is 1527. 

He was a man of affairs. He had read the ancients who 
dealt with politics, and he assimilated what he read, Mr. Mor-
ley says that it was as true of Florence in the Sixteenth Cen-
tury as of Athens, Corinth, Corcyra in the Fifth Century 
before Christ, as set forth in Thucydides, that it was a prey 
to intestine faction and the ruinous invocation of foreign  

aid. 	"These terrible calamities," says Thucydides, "always 
have been and always will be, while human nature remains 
the same. 	Words cease to have the same relations to 
things, and their meanings are changed to suit the ingenui- 
ties of enterprise and the atrocities of revenge. 	Frantic en- 
ergy is the quality most valued, and the man of violence is 
always trusted. 	That simplicity which is a chief ingredi- 
ent of a noble nature, is laughed to scorn. 	Inferior intel- 
lects succeed best. 	Revenge becomes dearer than self-pres- 
ervation, and men even have a sweeter pleasure in the revenge 
that goes with perfidy, than if it were open." 	If any read- 
er of the Iconoclast desires a splendid picture of this Italy, 
I refer him to Vernon Lee's "Euphorion," which pictures 
the land as an inferno. Mr. Morley, too, gives a vivid pic-
ture of the time, saying that Italy of that date "presents 
some peculiarities that shed over her civilization a curious 
and deadly irridescence." 	How one thinks of Ingalls and 
his "honesty in politics is an irridescent dream!" 

To resume our Morley. "Passions moved it in strange 
orbits. 	Private depravity and political debasement went 
with one of the most brilliant intellectual awakenings in the 
history of the western world. Another dark element is the 
association of merciless selfishness, violence, craft and cor- 
ruption with the administration of sacred things. 	If poli- 
tics were divorced from morals, so was theology." 	Hired 
crime, stealthy assassination, especially by poison, prevailed. 
Contempt of human life, the fury of private revenge and the 
spirit of atrocious perfidy were characteristic of the luxuri-
ous Italian Renaissance. Genius, according to John Ading-
ton Symonds, it was assumed, "released man from the 
shackles of ordinary morality." 	These Italian tyrants were 
touched with the Neronian malady. They were mad with 
power, with luxury, with ennui. Flowers of Evil bloomed 
profusely. 	In Italy, fair as it was, with the poets singing 
everlastingly of Spring, it seemed God had forgotten the 
world. The demoniac fascination of the land, then, is 
something the reader finds difficult to shake off. You move 
among and hold converse with splendid cultured monsters. 
Italy was rotted with art in life. The church alone kept 
alive purity, though it did not escape corruption. 	I think 
Dante and Michaelangelo prove that the pure religious spirit 
was not dead in a time when it was proclaimed that "it is 
best to sleep and be of stone, not to see and not to feel, while 
such misery and shame endure." There was a spirit recog-
nizing the "misery and shame," and that spirit was in the 
church. Mr. Morley admits Michelangelo was such a spirit 
and Dante wrote in "La Vita Nuova" the first pure, spirit-
ual love-poem of the world. 

Environed thus, and with a peculiarly Italian morbidecza, 
or plasticity, we find Machiavelli. 	Others before had writ- 
ten of politics, but Machiavelli "had the better talent of 
writing." 	He wrote tt tell things clearly. 	Imagination 
he had none, as an historian, and his comedy is in Limbo. 
He is all intellectual strength but the moral influence is 
missing. 	He is, says Mr. Morley, simple, unaffected, di- 
rect, vivid, rational. 	He is as literal as a woman. His lit- 
eral statement is his finest effect of irony. 	Mr. Morley's 
analysis of the Machievellian style is itself a masterpiece of 
serene expression, rising with a solemn sense of the fearful 
absence of all principle, as we understand it, in the work. 
to a richly eloquent, and even tender, tribute to the moral 
beauty of life. 	I wish I might transcribe it and I hope that 
many will read it. 	It is rarer than anything you may re- 
member of Macaulay's essay upon the everlastingly execrable 
Florentine. 

"Men are a little breed" might have been Machiavelli's 
motto. Or he might have said "the more I see of men 
the better I like dogs." 	He is remorseless in seeing only 
that men are ungrateful, fickle, deceivers, greedy of gain, 
runaways before peril, readier to pay back injury than kind-
ness. "Worst of all, they take middle paths." Upon these. 
his observations, he proceeds to tell his story of a State and 
he tells it icily. 	He lays bare the foulness of man. 	He 
doesn't lecture, he does not preach, he never laughs, never 
scolds, is never surprised. 	He shows, says Mr. Morley, 
about "as good a heart as can be made out of brains." In 
my opinion, that sentence is the most terrible indictment in 
the book. It marks his as a monster worse than Franken-
stein. 

Machiavelli has no opinions to argue about; nothing but 
mens passions as they were and are. 	He is alive, always 
and everywhere, because he shows us men. 	He maintains, 
according to Mr. Morley, that the world grows no better 
and no worse. 	There is for him no "one far-off, divine 
event to which the whole creation moves." 	Nothing for 
him but Power. Good and evil concern him not. He 
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recited what we call a crime as impassively as he recited a 
virtue. 	So-and-so did such and such. 	This followed. 
That is all. He is a fatalist with no more sound philosophy 
than this: "It is better to be adventurous than cautious, 
for Fortune is a woman, and to be mastered must be boldly 
handled." 	He was a republican, but he believed that 
strength was the secret of government—strength in itself 
and in mastery of the weakness of those who make up the 
State. 	No half-measures for him. 	The State is his idol, 
if he have one. The State must be supreme in will, in vigor, 
in intelligence; unflinching, unsparing, remorseless. 	The 
humility of Christ has no part in his scheme. 	He knows 
no mercy and no justice. One almost can admire his in- 
human disregard of men. 	He cared as little for them as 
Napoleon. He scorns all gentleness. And yet he thought 
well of the people, of their prudence and stability. 	He 
deemed them liable to err as to generalities but apt to be 
right as to particulars. 	Our experience, I dare say, is 
otherwise—no matter how we stand on the financial question. 
"Better far," he repeats an hundred times, "than any number 
of fortunes is not to be hated by your people." Not to be 
hated! That was as near as he could come to love. He is 
opposed to dictators and he speaks out plainly enough, in 
his discourses, about the unwisdom of slaying fellow-citi- 
zens, betraying friends, being without mercy, without reli- 
gion. 	He is conventional enough in all this. 	When he 
comes to describe the Prince, who is to save the divided 
State. he does so in lines that make a picture at once to 
fascinate and affright mankind. 

The Prince must save the State. He must be as good as 
he can be; at least, he must have no vices that will hurt the 
State, i. e. erdanger his government. 	There are but two 
ways to govern, by law or force. The Prince must rule by 
one or the other, as necessity may dictate. 	He must min- 
gle the lion and the fox. 	A Prince cannot keep faith if 
keeping faith will hurt the State. Why? Because other men 
will not keep faith with him. "It is frequently necessary—
and here is the sentence that has done so much to damn its 
writer—for the upholding of the State, to go to work against 
faith, against Charity, against humanity, against religion; 
and a new Prince cannot observe all the things for which men 
are reckoned good." Reason of State is the only universal test 
for an action. 	Anything that may preserve the State is 
right. I wonder what Professor Felix Adler would think 
of this, with his proposal to make the State "take the place 
of the personal deity that is passing out of men's lives." 
Machiavelli was a fetich-worshiper of the State. Preserve 
the State, says Machiavelli, regardless of justice or pity, or 
honor! 	As Diderot, quoted by Mr. Morley, said of this, 
it is an argument which should be headed, "The Circum-
stances under which it is right for a Prince to be a Scoun-
drel." 

Caesar Borgia, the fiend, was Machiavelli's model, a man 
who rivalled all the atrocities of the worst Roman emper- 
ors. 	But Borgia failed. 	That matters not to Machiavelli. 
His failure was "due to the extreme malignity of fortune." 
Mr. Morley's rapid sketch of Caesar Borgia, ferocious, 
lustful in insane ways, treacherous, splendidly vile, is a 
glance into the Hell that was Italy. Machiavelli was in 
this man's train and frankly admired him and his methods. 
All the men of the time seemed to be wild beasts and Borgia 
was as courageous, supple and sly as those with whom he 
dealt. 	Machiavelli, to do him justice, thought that Caesar 
Borgia and his father, the Pope, had design to pacify and 
to unify Italy. 	They worked with the material and with 
the tools to hand. Men did not shudder at treachery and as-
sassination in those days. We must judge men by their sur-
roundings. And it is difficult even now, vide Turkey and 
Greece, "to govern the world by paternosters." 	As Mr. 
Morley says, "It is well to take care lest in blaming Machi-
avelli for openly prescribing hypocrisy, men do not slip un-
perceived into something like hypocrisy of their own." 
Each age has its own hypocrisy. Mr. Morley traces the in-
fluences of Machiavelli and finds them strong in William 
the Silent, Henry of Navarre, and Good Queen Bess. All. 
these rulers dallied with creeds and were diplomats to the 
Machiavellian limit of duplicity. They burned and hanged 
and tortured on the plea of the strong State. 	Frederick, 
the Great, too, Mr. Morley classes as a pupil of Machia-
velli, though, once, the "crank" on tall grenadiers threat-
ened to write a refutation of "The Prince" and thereby drew 
from Arouet de Voltaire a characteristic mot. 	Napoleon, 
with his "reasons of State," was Machiavellian. Machiavelli 
presided at the shooting of d'Enghein. It was one of the 
last things which showed "what reason of State may come  

to, in any age, in the hands of a logician with a knife in Me 
grasp." 

From the influence of Machiavelli upon the Absolutists, 
Mr. Morley comes down to his influence in the Repub- 
lican camp. 	Mazzini, he says. "could not curse the dag- 
ger" and yet Mazzini was "in some respects the loftiest 
moral genius of the century." 	Mr. Morley does not be- 
lieve that Machiavellisin has pervaded party politics in Eu-
rope or America. I wonder if this be not a sample of Mr. 
Morley's Machiavellism—a reason of state at this time. If 
not Machiavellism, what, in God's name, are our platform 
straddles, our expediency candidates, our deals and dickers 
in tariff-bills, our endeavors to catch all kinds of votes from 
all kinds of 'interests." 	I am not a silverite, but the regu- 
lar Democrats made an out-and-out platform and did not 
hedge. 	I am a Democrat and glad that, though it "split 
us wide open," we fought out the issue just as we fought out 
the slavery issue. 	True Democrats, gold or silver, despise 
only the Machiavellists who talk of compromise. Machia-
velli seems to have seen but one side of life—the worst. He 
knew but one kind of men—Italians of the sixteenth century 
They were not normal. It is true that Nature is not moral, 
but if Machiavelli be right it were just as well that we should 
return to the conditions of life in Stanley Waterloo's "Sto-
ry of Ab." Whether Nature be moral or not, at least men 
are. 	We must look at the facts. 	We have civilized our 
code of warfare. The greatest living diplomat is Leo XIII, 
and no one deems that he succeeds by deceit. 	Bismarck 
says there is no success in lying, in diplomacy. Reasons of 
State are not, in the common consent of mankind, good rea-
sons per se. "Talleyrand was false to every one but true to 
France." 	He was an avatar of Machiavelli, and he is de- 
spised, universally. 

The Roman State has passed away. The Venetian and 
the Florentine States have passed. 	All the supreme States 
have vanished and they began to fade just as soon the Mich- 
iavellian idea began to prevail. 	The State is not the end 
of the existence of people. The State must grow broader 
and broader until, let us hope, we shall see "the parliament 
of man, the federation of the world." Our sympathy with 
Cuba. with the Armenians, with Ireland, with Poland, rises 
up to refute Machiavelli and his right of the State to crush 
for mere pleasure of power. 	"If Machiavelli had been at 
Jerusalem two thousand years ago, he would have found no-
body of importance, save Pontius Pilate and the Roman 
legionaries," says Mr. Morley. 	He forgot the moral force 
of the world. T‘lachiavelli's fault is the Renaissance fault. 
The Renaissance turned to the past to reconstruct every-
thing and it copied, save in its architecture, only Antiquity's 
faults. 	It became diseased, trying to adjust itself to dead 
things. 	Life itself became corrupted; the Renaissance was 
to a large extent a birth out of degeneration. 

Machiavelli was a scientist—a vivisectionist I should say. 
He preached, with a vengeance, the survival of the fittest. 
He is vital in his books to-day because he stands for the vi-
tality of men's passions. He saw them and studied them and 
knew them; but upon passions nothing ever was builded. 
They shift and change. They cannot give a foundation of 
permanency' to a State. They were the essence of that chaos 
out of which he thought to bring order in anarchic Italy, 
working on them and on them alone. Cunning, jealousy, 
perfidy, ingratitude, dupery were the instruments with which 
he would fashion out a State. And he knew that the State 
so wrought could not last, for he said the world grew no bet-
ter; what made his State destroyed it, inevitably. Machia-
velli ignored charity, which is in itself, justice, fidelity, grat- 
itude, honesty and all the virtues. 	He was a man without 
hope and a man without love. What a great sad mad man 
he was, indeed. 

St. Louis, November 15. 

This is not the largest, but it is by all odds the ablest num-
ber of the Iconoclast yet issued. The editor has not been 
able to do much work since the attempt was made to convert 
him to the Baptist faith; but our pages this month prove that 
he is not the only pebble in the iconoclastic gravel pit. There 
are others who have something to say, know how to say it, 
and are not a little bit afraid to say it. 

"Brann's Scrap-Book" contains many of 
the best articles written by the "Apostle." 
Price, 25 cents. 
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THE AMATEUR EDITOR. 

THE country appears to be overrun at present with am-
ateur editors. When a man learns by sad experience 
that he hasn't sufficient sense to successfully steer a 
blind mule through a cotton patch, where the rows 

are a rod apart, he exchanges his double-shovel plow for the 
editorial tripod and begins "moulding public opinion" and 
industriously exchanging advertising acreage for something to 
eat. When Will Carleton's old farmer discovered that his 
son Jim was good for nothing else on God's earth he con-
cluded to "be makin' an editor outen o' him." That practice 
prevails throughout the country to a very considerable extent 
to-day—the sanctum divides with the pulpit and the stage 
those incompetents who aspire to mount above the plow, yet 
lack the necessary brains to succeed in business, in medicine 
or at the bar. When a man fails at everything else he is apt 
to be seized with a yearning ambition to become an editor. 
He gets trusted for a shirt-tail full o pied type, a pre-Raphae-
lite press, lays in a job-lot of editorial "we's" and a sawdust 
cuspidore, girds up his loins and begins to commence. .His 
first task is to reform the currency system and instruct the uni-
verse in the esoteric science of economics. He may not be 
able to successfully float a butcher's bill, but he writes of 
finance with all the assurance of Alexander Hamilton. 	He 
may not know whether Adam Smith or Tommy Watson wrote 
the "Wealth of Nations;" but he doesn't hesitate to take issue 
with every economist from Quesnay to Walker—to utilize his 
paste-pot for arc light and play at Liberty Enlightening the 
World. These amateur editors are the curse of the country. 
They Guldensuppe John Stuart Mill and play Leutgert to 
Lindley Murray. It is some consolation, however, to reflect 
that they seldom last long. They unfold their wing-like ears 
and make a frantic flutter at the sun, only to come down beam 
first on some rocky islet in the Icarian sea. Their creditors 
do not have even the mournful satisfaction of contemplating 
the hole—the amateur editor invariably pulls it in after him. 
But until his first notes fall due he is an iridescent glory. He 
adorns himself with a long-tailed hand-me-down Albert Ed- 
ward and carries the universe in his arms. 	He pokes his 
meddlesome proboscis into everything and gives oodles of ad-
vice  unasked. He may not have as much principle as a tom-
cat in rutting time, but he poses before all men as a "guardian 
of public morals." When he places the awful seal of his dis-
approval upon a fellow mortal he expects to see him shrivel up 
like a fat angle-worm on a sea-coal fire. 	He's a modern 
Balaarn, peddling God's blessings and curses—for the long 
green. 	He imagines that an eager multitude sit up every 
night to catch the first dank copy of his little matutinal mis-
take—to see what he's got to say. He's garrulous as a tooth-
less gran'dani at a sewing circle, as busy as a canine eunuch 
when his kind do congregate. He discourses of everything, 
from the creation of the universe to Farmer Brown's visit to' 
Bugleville. 	He fairly riots in editorial "leaders." 	He 
gives his "moral support"—and nothing else—to those local 
enterprises whose promoters jack him up with gobs of taffy on 
the mistaken hypothesis that his "flooence" may be useful. 
He has an idea that his miserable little journalistic misfit is 
"making the town" and is entitled to great wads of gratitude—
that should his towline break the whole community would go 
awhooping to hades, the bottom would fall out of realty 
values and the streets be overgrown with Johnson grass. So 
he toils and sweats and stinks—imagines that he is roosting on 
the top rung of the journalistic ladder when he hasnt even 
learned his trade. 	Finally he falls through the bosom of his 
pantaletttes. 	The sheriff levies on his stock of editorial 
"we's," the paste sours, the office cat starves, spiders festoon 
the sawdust cuspidore and the dust settles like a pall on his 
collection of worn type and wood-base railway cuts. 	The 
second-hand engine ceases to snort, the rat printers disperse 
and the wheezy old cylinder press no longer alarms the neigh- 
borhood. 	But in a little while another yap scrapes up $40 
in cash, catches a sucker to indorse his note and there's a 
renascence of the old plant. 	It is from shyster lawyers. with- 
out clients, quack doctors without patients and peanut poli-
ticians without pulls that the ranks of amateur journalism are 
consantly recruited. 	Such people always imagine it dead 
easy to "run" a paper—that it is only necessary to grab the 
editorial stylus and pour forth their inexhaustible fund of 
misinformation to set the woods on fire. Such papers usually 
manage to wiggle through the fall and winter, for they can 
then sell advertising space at a dollar an acre, take pay in soft-
soap and second-hand sad-irons and still make a reasonable 
profit—the time of their manipulators being worth nothing a 
week; but when the long dull summer dawns they go "up agin 
it" with a dull hollow groan. 	Every town between Sunrise 
and Last Chance has had experience galore with the amateur  

editor. He is one of those unhung idiots who rush in where 
angels fear to tread. He is an incorrigible but an unabate-
able nuisance. He never succeeds in making money for him-
self; he always manages to lose it for somebody else. You 
may mark this: The quack cannot achieve permanent suc-
cess in any profession, in journalism least of all, for there his 
shortcomings cannot be concealed. To become a successful 
newspaper man one must begin at the bottom and climb by 
pure strength through long days of labor and nights of agony. 
It is the most exacting profession in the world to-day. 	It is 
true that some so-called yellow journals succeed in making 
money; but while they employ perverts they have no use for 
Smart Alecs and amateurs. 	Amateur journalists, like dog- 
fennel and jimson weeds, usually blossom in Jayville. 	Most 
Southern towns have suffered from their reckless depredations 
and will hail their excoriation with delight; still it is a wicked 
waste of nervo-muscular energy—the amateur journalist, like 
the poor, and the megalophanous jackass, we have ever with 
US. 

SPEAKING FOR MYSELF. 

THE ICONOCLAST receives thousands of letters to 
which it is impossible for me to personally reply. 
Many of them refer to the attempts made to forcibly 
suppress the Iconoclast, and to the terrible tragedy 

resulting from those attacks. 	I take this opportunity of 
thanking my friends for their kindly interest, and to assure 
them that I have stood from the first solely upon the defen- 
sive. 	I have made a decent attempt to set an example of 
Christian forbearance for my religious brethren. 	To the 
kindly offers of other cities to afford the Iconoclast an asylum 
and protect its editor from outrage, I will simply say that 
I do not consider either my property or person in the slightest 
danger. 	A majority of the Texas people are both broad- 
gauged and law-abiding. We probably have our proportion 
of intolerant bigots and splenetic-hearted little blatherskites 
who preach mob violence from the pulpit; but such people 
are not dangerous so long as they are well watched. 	My 
forbears helped make Texas a republic; they helped make it 
a state of the American union. I like the climate, and most of 
the people, and am in no hurry to move. I may have to seek 
a better distributing point for my publications, as they are 
already too extensive to be properly handled from any Texas 
town; but I shall not pull my tent stakes for a day or two. 
If T do move—sometime within the next twelve-month— it 
will be bruited throughout the universe that I was driven out 
of Waco,—just as my brethren in Christ say I was driven out 
of San Antonio: but that won't worry my soul a cent's worth. 
I've been lied about so d—n much that I feel ill at ease and 
neglected unless the target of vindictive mendacity by tearful 
souls who fail to pay their debts. I've been kept so badly 
frightened all month by threats to drag me out of my home 
and hang me, or otherwise measure me up for a crop of an-
gelic pin feathers, that I've been unable to write anything 
worth reading; but as soon as I can swallow my heart and quit 
shivering I will grab the English language by the butt-end and 
make it crack like a new bull-whip about the ears of hypo-
crites and humbugs. Meanwhile I desire to state that there's 
nothing the matter with the Iconoclast's contributors. They 
are a hoquet of pansy blossoms of whom any publisher might 
well he proud. Should the editor chance to swallow too 
much water the next time he is baptized, they can be depended 
upon to keep the flag of the Iconoclast afloat until the red-
headed heir-apparent learns to write with one hand and 
shoot with the other. Let it go at that. 	BRANN. 

Princeton, N. J., is dreadfully disappointed because the 
"Stuffed Prophet" didn't call his kid Grover Cleveland. It 
is really pitiful to contemplate the agony of Princeton; but 
the average tax-payer is likely to conclude that one Grover 
Cleveland is quite enough for any country. It is to be hoped 
that the son will not resemble the sire—that he will not 
have the beefy mug of the booze-sodden old beast who dis-
graced the presidency by playing that high office for his per-
sonal profit. Let it never be forgotten that G. Cleveland was 
the only man to enter the presidency a pauper and leave it 
a plutocrat. And he managed to do this at a time when 
millions of better men were going hungry to bed. 

Ask your Newsdealer for a List of Brann's 
Books. 
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AS I WAS SAYING. 

By M. W. Connolly. 

How small of all that human hearts endure 
That part which laws or kings can cause or cure! 
Still to ourselves in every place consigned, 
Our own felicity we make or find. 

—Dr. Samuel Johnson. 

Pr
HERE is something admirably rugged and encour-
agingly practical in the sentiments and philosophies 
of the older writers that acts on the mind as a potent 
tonic when wearied and weakened by the monotonous 

and anaemic outpourings . of the so-called philanthropists of 
the present day. 	There is something energizing, thew-de- 
veloping. 	This is the age of puling literature, of crocodile 
tears, of simulated tenderness, of counterfeit sympathy, of 
cry and clamor and plaint and protest. 	In politics we call 
this practice calamity-howling, whether in tornado-swept 
Kansas, blizzard-bitten Iowa or boss-ridden New York. In 
literature it is mere charlatanry, mere scagliola, made for sale. 
Hamlin Garland makes imaginary journeys over "Traveled 
Roads" to tell us of the utter and intolerable miseries of the 
Western farmers who live in sod houses. Raising dollar 
wheat is not so bad, even in a sod house. 	George Cable 
and Albion Tourgee write sentimental lies about the South-
ern negroes. Those at all familiar with the facts know that 
no people on earth are happier than the Southern negroes. 
Arthur Morrison writes about "The Child of the Jago" and 
draws tears from our eyes. Those who have seen the children 
of the Jago fight and play, romp and riot would probably be 
willing to trade health and peace of mind with any of them. 
The list is too long or it might be interesting to name others 
who write fot the purpose of making people discontented, 
to inflame jealousy and arouse envy. 	It will be no trouble 
to recall a host of others. 	The politician seeks to "remove 
the inequalities of life by wise and salutary laws," meaning 
that he wants office. The "literary feller" seeks "to educate 
the public mind and raise the public conscience to a higher 
plane," meaning that he wants to do the educating, inci- 
dentally, and to sell his books, objectively. 	To complain 
that life is "often more than sad enough, with its inequalities 
confronting us, its gilded prizes and its squalors side by side, 
its burdens and its trivialties pressing in upon the soul," as 
does Marguerite Merington in a late and otherwise excellent 
magazine article, is to strike a popular chord, but the note is 
false and scabrous, the philosophy less than commendable. 
Men are but children of a larger growth and, like children 
of a smaller growth, they like to be petted and pitied and told 
that the world is not treating them fairly. No man, rich or 
poor, is contented, and he enjoys being told that his failure 
to reach the goal of his ambitions and fill to the brim his cup 
of pleasure is because the great impersonal world, or untow-
ard and oppugning circumstarces have prevented him. He en-
joys this sort of thing so much that he will pay handsomely 
for it and the charlatan finds a market for his wares. He 
does not like the plain truth bluntly stated. 	No one does. 
We do not admire those who wrestle and strive with us. Nev-
ertheless, they alone strengthen our muscles and, hence— 

* * * 
Verily I say: "Ye who listen with credulity to the whis-

pers of fancy, and pursue with eagerness the phantom of hope 
—who expect that age will perform the promises of youth, 
and that the deficiencies of the present day will be supplied 
by the morrow," need not attend to the history of Rasselas, 
Prince of Abyssinia, except for the passing pleasure of the 
reading, because the story can be told in fewer words, to-
wit: Happiness is a personal equation—"what is one man's 
meat is another man's poison." Rasselas found the Happy 
Valley irksome and intolerable. 	There never has been a 
Happy Valley since that could furnish continuous content to 
any one. The nearest approach to happiness comes with 
juxtaposition to one's tastes and aspirations. 	The simpler 
the tastes and the loss discursive the aspirations, the nearer 
happiness comes and the longer it remains. Happiness does 
not come from conditions or surroundings, nor are these 
conditions or surroundings always understood. Actual con-
ditions do not reveal themselves to perspicacity much less to 
casual observation. The multi-millionaire in his mansion or 
the king on his throne, surrounded by all the comforts and 
conveniences, all the marvelous treasures, all that is pleasing 
to the eye and to the senses, may not be happy—may be un-
happy. The rustic who follows the plow through furrowed 
fields, unkempt, clownish, toil-stained, weary and overworked, 
may brawl raucous roundelay at even-tide' and enjoy the  

fullness of earthly bliss. 	His neighbor similarly situated 
may suffer agonies because his tastes and ambitions are high- 
er. Those who imagine "plow hands" have no ambitions 
to gratify know little of life. 	Sometimes they aspire to be 
presidents, and sometimes they gratify those aspirations, but 
they never know happiness. 	They may be as wise as a 
dozen Solons, but they can not provide happiness by legisla-
tion. They may reach the summit of earthly glory and strive 
to seize the fulgurant prize that lured them on, only to find 
a penumbra—the shadow of a shade. And if conditions are 
actually known they prove nothing, generally. 	Each case 
must be specialized. 	Children and grown people, for that 
matter, are subjected to involuntary fasts and ofttimes go 
hungry, in fact are always hungry, but they suffer less and are 
healthier than those who are stuffed and pampered and sated. 
The joy of eating when food comes compensates for the pre- 
vious scantiness of the fare. 	There are deaths from insuffi- 
cient alimentation; ten to one are the deaths traceable to 
over-feeding. 	There is suffering for lack of food. There 
is ten to one more suffering by gouty and dyspeptic gour-
mands. The beggar shivers in the cold for lack of clothing; 
there is ten to one more suffering from over-swathing. For 
pain. actual, excrutiating; for pain invincible, somber and un-
utterable, one proud woman reduced to a last season's frock 
suffers more than twenty arrayed in customary rags and tat- 
ters. 	God tempers the wind to the shorn lamb, but not to 
the dowdy woman. The occupant of the cottage or cabin 
as he hurries home on Saturday night with his hard-earned 
store. perhaps envies the occupant of the mansion where 
lights burn brightly and music fills the air. but the master of 
the mansion may be driven to the verge of insanity in an un-
equal contest to keep up appearances and a style of living 
that is grinding his heart into dust. 	Gladly, be thinks, he 
would court the modest shelter of the cottage or cabin but, 
alas! sorrow and suffering, want and wickedness might fol- 
low him there. 	From natal bed to mortuary box happi- 
ness escapes us—the faster, the more we pursue it. 

* * * 
We mistake appearances for realities and misbestow our 

sympathy. Had some of the more tender-hearted met Au-
dubon when he returned from one of his many trips 
in the forests, his clothing in shreds, his shoes 
gone. travel-stained and unkempt, alms would have been un-
hesitatingly bestowed; and how amused would the great man 
have been! 	He was too great to have been irritated. 	If, 
as it is claimed, human happiness is the aim and object of 
philanthropists, they seek the unattainable and destroy that 
which they would save. A sudden wrenching from one con- 
dition to another is misery. 	The eagle would rather starve 
in its native forests than feast in a cage. The Indian maiden 
who graduates at Carlisle and who captures all the medals, 
returns to her blanket and the dirt, dogs and squalor of her 
tribe as soon as she reaches the reservation. 	There is a 
strain of the Huckleberry Finn in all natures that resents a 
too sudden metamorphosis and which will return to its rags, 
its back alley and empty cask. 	Charlatans of the law and of 
literature inculcate the idea that a change in conditions means 
the acquisition of unqualified bliss, and they assume that the 
poor are necessarily unhappy and endeavor to convince them 
—not a difficult task—that it is the fault of some one else that 
they are not rich. 	Folly! The hod carrier and helot who 
works from dawn till dusk, who goes in rags, who fares on 
coarsest food, whose wife and children live in squalor may be 
considered unhappy, but they never experience real suffering, 
acute unassuageable. piognant grief until they become pos-
sessed of money and mansions and modern grandeur only to 
find themselves coldly isolated. 	Sudden wealth has made 
them too grand for their former friends; it can not secure 
them entrance into the society which they would affect, or, 
if it does, they find themselves ill at ease, out of place, mis-
erable. Those who imagine that all bliss comes from lucre 
or legislation know little and are "ignorant of their own 
ignorance." They do not know that "our own felicity we 
make or find," and that through the cultivation of individual 
inherency and personal sufficiency. They listen to the char-
latans who, on the plea of bringing balm, inflict incurable 
wounds; who would bring happiness by sowing the dragon's 
teeth of discontent. "Coal Oil Johnny," who threw away 
hundreds of thousands of suddenly acquired dollars, was a 
philosopher. The money put him out of harmony with him-
self. It was to him a curse, and he wisely rid himself of it. 
There is peace and pleasure in the jangling discord and in the 
pains of effort. a peace which. otherwise, the world can not 
give, a pleasure found nowhere else; and this peace and pleas-
ure are not to be sought by effort, are not to be attained by 
effort, but are found in the effort itself. There is pleasure it) 
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dressing a field or in painting a house, but not in the dressed 
field or in the painted house. In other words, there is pleas-
ure in individual assertiveness and not in inertia. No doubt 
either Calypso or Circe was more attractive than Penelope, 
but Ulysses was not content. He had to continue his wan-
derings even to his cwn home, and when he had killed off all 
the suitors and was restored to his diplomatic spouse, there 
were doubtless days when he wished himself back with the 
enchantress on the lovely isle—days when he would have 
changed places with his father, Sisyphus, and rolled the ever 
returning stone with will and energy. Ease and passivity 
were a torture to him. 

A picture of life is painted by that wonderful artist. Ga- 
brielle d'Annunzio, in "The Triumphs of Death." 	Yes, I 
hear the hurtling of such missiles as "decadent," "obscene," 
"vulgar," "impious." Nevertheless D'Annunzio is one of the 
great masters. His pigments may be mud or muck. His 
brush is the brush of an Angelo. 	His finished product is 
life itself, breathing, pulsing life, through which the blood 
rushes loud enough to be heard. Life in all its phases, from 
the loftiest to the lowliest. Demetrius, wealthy. scholarly, 
meditative, one would suppose needed no legislation or liter-
ature to make him happy. He possessed all the world had to 
give. "A mild, meditative man. with a face full of virile mel-
ancholy, and a single white curl in the center of his forehead 
among the black hair, giving him an odd appearance." He 
sought earnestly and sedulously for the secret meaning of 
life; he tried to reach and unravel its symbols and allegories; 
he tried to interpret the furtive gestures which he beheld in 
the shadows, and he passed into deeper shadows and more 
oppressive silences through the ghastly gates of suicide, 
while his idotic sister remained to chatter and grimace. Ja-
conda remained gibbering and pleased with the world and 
with herself. George saw this and lie saw many other things 
which he could not understand. He saw "Oreste of Chap-
*elles" firing the simple minds of the people to fanaticism as 
he went up and down like a fury. He saw the pilgrims at 
the sanctuary and the beggars and cripples on his return 
from the sanctuary to Cassalbordinn—horrible monsters, not 
fashioned, or scarce fashioned in God's image, and he saw 
that they had their families and their belongings with them, 
that they piteously plead for alms and that they danced and 
sung, cursed and caroused, made merry over the deformities 
of each other, and presented a phase of life wholly incompre- 
hensible. 	Laws or literature could not increase their happi- 
ness. 	Their apparent miseries were not real. He saw 
Colas,ignorant, stupid, superstitious, but content. 	He 
saw Candia, proud of her fecundity, slaving, singing. 	He 
saw Favetta, the young singer with the falcon-like eves, the 
idol of her friends, simple, modest, happy. He saw the peas-
ants in their mysterious rites "consecrating the nativity of 
bread" in the harvest field. They needed neither laws nor 
literature to improve their condition. They were the hap-
piest of mortals. And he saw The dark tragedies of this re-
mote world. Liberata carrying her dead child on her head 
to the burial place. No laws or literature for her, poor wo-
man; her baby was dead and her reason was gone. He saw 
Riccangela, the widow, on the beach, with her large rough 
hands, pouring forth her heart in a wild monody over the 
remains of her puny boy, who was drowned, while the homi-
cidal sea chanted a lugubrious accompaniment or mocked 
the agony of the song. George sought the meaning 
and the key to life's mysteries and found them not. 
Subjective study and spiritual contemplation drove him 
mad. They had driven his uncle Demetrius mad. 
He recoiled from them and plunged into life as he found it, 
endeavoring to extract from it tfie honey of happiness, or at 
least immunity from misery. If carnalism could furnish 
content, one would think George would have found it. Rich 
to opulence, young, idle, he met Hippolite, "a com-
pound of pale amber and dull gold in which were mingled 
perhaps a few tints of faded roses." He won her and sub-
jected her, "the bloodless. wounded creature who used to 
submit with profound astonishment; the ignorant and fright-
ened creature who had given him that fierce and divine spec- 
tacle—the agony of modesty felled by vicious passion." He 
idolized her and idealized her in the struggle for perfect bliss: 
He took her to the deserted abbey and placed her on "the 
summit of the high marble candelabra which had not heard 
the voice of the light for centuries," where she burned before 
his eyes in the inextinguishable and silent flame of her love, 
and. as he believed. illuminating the meditations of his soul. 
Folly! His apotheosis was a farce. She developed, but not 
spiritually. What he supposed was a pure flame of love 
proved to be a base erotic fever. The bloom of pudicity was 
brushed off. She acquired a strange power over him; she,  

the once innocent and frightened creature. "She possessed 
the infallible science and knew her lover's most secret and 
subtle sensibilities and knew how to move them with a mar-
velous intuition of the physical conditions that depend on 
them and their corresponding sensations and their associa-
tions and their alternatives." And from the thing of beauty 
and light, seen with enraptured eyes as she stood "on the 
summit of the marble candelabra which had not heard the 
voice of the light for centuries," she became a loved and 
hated thing, "the flower of concupiscence," "an instrument 
of low lasciviousness." 	The union of these two, perfect in 
all outward appearances, blessed with love and leisure, 
beauty and youth, and all that wealth could buy, was a mock-
ery and a delusion because lacking in spirituality, because 
unsanctified and unholy. It was a monstrous tragedy, this 
union, presented on a stage of ashes over a volcano. 
(Unions in polite society, where forms are observed, laws 
obeyed and customs followed, but where the moving impulse 
is sordid, where the marriage is for money or social position. 
do they, too, not drift toward mutual hate and abhorrence, 
to divorce or death? I only ask the question. There may be 
more Georges and Hippolytes in the world than we care to 
admit). 	When at last he discovered his true condition, 
when he realized that he was in her power, that he could not 
live with her or without her, that she obstructed his way of 
life and his way to death, he caught her in his arms and 
hurled both over the precipice upon the rocks below, mak-
ing a ghastly ending for a ghastly tragedy. No law or liter-
ature could have brought happiness to him. He sought it in 
various ways, in every way but the one, simple and only 
right way—the effort to confer happiness on others. Frantic 
intoxications, the culmination of carnal pleasures, which 
amount to unspeakable ecstacies, are mere temporary aberra-
tions which are followed by lassitude, exhaustion and disgust. 
and these soon turn to a fiercely implacable hate. The search 
for happiness, when carried to the extreme becomes a torture. 
The desire for happiness is selfish, and selfiThness is never 
happy. Happiness dispensed is like bread cast upon the 
waters, and will return after many days. Those who seek 
it stray from it. 	All laws and all literature that arouse the 
spirit of discontent, of selfishness and of desire for happiness 
are vicious because they defeat the very object which they 
seek to accomplish, and make people more miserable than 
they were by increasing their capacity for suffering without 
a coexistent power to gratify the desires aroused. What is 
this George Eliot puts into the mouth of the Radical, Felix 
Holt? "This world is not a very fine place for a good many 
of the people in it. But I've made up my mind it shan't be 
the worse for me if I can help it. They tell me I can't alter 
the world—that there must be a certain number of sneaks 
and robbers in it, and if I don't lie and filch somebody else 
will. Well, then, somebody else shall, for 
won't—I will never be one of the sleek dogs—I would never 
choose to withdraw myself from the labor and common bur-
den of the world; but I do choose to withdraw myself from 
the push and scramble for money and position. 
Any man is at liberty to call me a fool, and say that man-
kind are benefited by the push and scramble in the long run; 
but I care for the people who are alive now and will not be 
living when the long run comes. I prefer to go shares with 
the unlucky." 

Irrefragible philosophy! The true and the wise proceed 
not to stir up the lees of passion and greed and avarice and 
ambition. 	They remain with the world, go with it in its 
devious ways and through it torturous windings, removing 
the thorns and briars from before naked feet, shielding the 
weak, sheltering the naked, encouraging the despondent and 
dispensing light and hope and love. The true and wise who 
love their fellows avoid strife and carnage, and conflict with 
the ineluctable, but they meet the inevitable calmly and cour-
ageously. They are superior to laws and literature. They 
are supremely blest. 

Memphis, Tenn., Nov. to. 

Brann's Scrap-Book, contains the editor's chief articles for 
past to years; Brann's Annual, contains the Iconoclast arti-
cles that "raised sand" during last year; Brann's Speeches and 
Lectures are probably the hottest "roasts" ever delivered 
from the rostrum. 2$ cents each; of newsdealers throughout 
the world. Potiphar's Wife, or the Story of Joseph Revised, 
an interesting pamphlet by Brann. Newsdealers, nickel; by 
mail, 6 cents. 

Brann's Annual, 25c. Newsdealers 
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TOMMIE WATSON'S TOMMYROT. 

SOMEBODY whom I have never harmed sends me an 
A. P. A. tract entitled "A Good Catholic," and 
issued by Tommie Watson, who once tried to run 
for vice-president on the Middle-of-the-Muck ticket 

—for the purpose of turning back the reform tide and elect-
ing the humble peon of the gold-buggers, high-tariffites and 
trusts. Tommie's Ape tract is simply an "ad." for a weekly 
paper which he seems to be getting out all by his little 
self somewhere in Gooberdom. On the front elevation of 
this bombshell with which he expects to blow the Vatican 
across the yellow Tiber, the statement is made in display 
type that, for the trifling sum of one dollar in hand paid, 
"You can read the brilliant; patriotic editorials of Hon. Thos. 
E. Watson" for an entire year—granting, of course, that their 
Promethean brilliarcy fail to set your shirt-tail afire in the 
meantime. There is no provision for the return of your 
money in case Tommie's exuberant patriotism should over-
power you. We are then assured that "no Roman Pope or 
American Cardinal can coerce" the architect of the "brilliant 
and patriotic editorials" aforesaid. Now that's the kind of 
a man I admire! Hang a Georgia 'editor, say I, who sells 
himself to the Pope of Rome for six bits, or rushes around 
to an American Cardinal every morning before breakfast 
with the proof-sheets of his labored lucubrations, humbly 
asking permission to print. The brilliant and patriotic 
editor of a Georgia paper having a paid circulation of 710 
copies can not be too independent. It is his solemn duty to 
keep watch and ward over this country and promptly put a 
kibosh on every conspiracy of the Pope. Like most brilliant 
patriots, Tommie has sacrificed a very great deal for con-
science sake. When he tried to save the country by playing 
second tail to the Bryan kite for the purpose of dividing 
the reform forces and electing a Republican president, the 
Pope and all his "priest-led citizens" straddled his collar, rode 
him into an open grave and piled a cathedral on top of 
him to hold him down—at least I suppose they did from the 
way in which this raucous little Buzfuz is chewing the rag. 
Had he been "A Good Catholic" he would have been elected 
with votes to burn; for did not Dick Bland have to hide out 
in the Ozark hills to escape the presidential nomination the 
moment it was rumored that his wife was a "Romanist?" Did 
not Generals Sherman and Sheridan have to insulate them-
selves to avoid the presidential lightnings which played 
around them continuously because they were Catholics? 
Sure! Tommie is doubtless correct in his assertion that the 
Pope controls American politics and dictates every act of 
congress. That is amply proven by the fact that after all 
these years the Catholics have a representative in the presi-
dent's cabinet. That all Catholics are sworn enemies of this 
republic and peons of the. Pope is demonstrated by the fact 
that the "Romish" attorney-general refused to permit his 
people to erect at their own expense a chapel on government 
ground at West Point—the general public being taxed mean-
while to maintain an Episcopalian clergyman at that place. 
Tommie protests that he is both a Baptist and devoid of 
bigotry. If he can make this claim good I will undertake 
to secure for him an engagement at i000 a day in a dime 
museum as the greatest curio ever seen in this country. 
Doubtless there are many good people who are Baptists, 
but God's sunlight never fell upon one who was not a bigot. 
The man who concedes that it is possible for one to reach 
heaven except he be soused bodily into some sacred slop-
tub is not a Baptist. If he thinks he is he has made a faulty 
diagnosis of his disease. The Baptist church breeds bigotry 
just as a dead mule does maggots. 	It dominates politics 
wherever it is strong enough to do so. It boycotts every 
publisher who dares suggest that it doesn't hold the one 
only key to heaven. It is the sworn foe of Catholicism, yet 
not one of its members in a million has the remotest idea 
wliat Catholicism means. It assumes that the great body of 
Catholics are ignorant clowns, while itself absorbing 6o per 
cent of the illiterates of this land. The more ignorant an 
animal is the more bigoted Baptist it is likely to be. I can 
not at present think of a single American of distinction who 
was a member of that denomination. I have passed in men-
tal review the great American statesmen, soldiers, authors 
and inventors, and find only one among them who was web-
footed. Garfield was a Campbellite—and had he not been 
murdered no one would have suspected that he was a great 
man. It any one of the immortelles was of the Baptist persua-
sion he was probably ashamed of that fact, as he kept it con-
cealed. It is possible that in soaking the original sin out of 
a fellow any latent germs of genius he possesses may be ex-
tracted also. Tommie solemnly assures us that Catholics  

dare not read a book or paper that has not been formally 
approved by the Pope. What a foolish falsehood! I'll wage-
a pint of peanuts that Watson can not name half a dozen 
American books, papers or magazines that bear the Papal 
imprimatur, and another pint of the same luscious circus 
fruit that even his own rabid A. P. A. rot has never been 
placed in the index prohibitorius. If it is not there every 
Catholic in this country is privileged to read it without con-
sulting Rome. Of the most bigoted sect of pseudo-religious 
fanatics that ever cussed this country the Hon. Tommie 
Watson is perhaps the most intolerant and norrow-brained 
little blatherskite. 	And the worst of it all is that while in 
religion he's a fool, in politics he's a knave. While pretend-
ing that the cause of the common people was the apple of 
his eye, he lent himself to a scheme to defeat their tribune 
and elect a ligneous-headed hiccius-doctius owned soul and 
body by Mark Hanna, the "industrial cannibal." Bryari 
would be president to-day but for this busy little blabster 
whom accident placed in a position where he could betray 
the people. Avaunt! thou contumacious little coyote, thou 
pestiferous pole-cat. 	Benedict Arnold was a gentleman 
when compared to you, for his treason was open and avowed, 
while you stabbed the cause of the people in a friendly em-
brace, struck it in the back. You have had no parallel since 
Judas Iscariot conspired with the plutocracy to betray the 
idol of the people—and even Judas had decency enough to 
hang himself as expiation of his infamy. 	Shut up, thou 
hatchet-faced splenetic-hearted, narrow-headed little hypo-
crite, for verily the world is aweary of Tommie Watson. 
His "brilliant and patriotic editorials" are used only to un-
derlay carpets, paper pantry shelves and for purposes less 
polite. I cheerfully risk my reputation as a prophet on the 
prediction that in less than two years his windy little "re-
form" paper will go to the bone-pile. Tommie, you are 
the pin-worm of American politics—a more aggravating little 
parasite than even Miltonius Park. Take a gentleman's ad-
vice and apply the soft pedal to your wheezy calliope—get 
off the political stage in time to avoid the coming cataclysm 
of sphacelated cabbage and has-been cats. The day of your 
destiny's over and the star of your fate is in the mullagatawny. 
You are simply a fragment of worthless political seaweed 
cast with flabby jelly fish and dead sting rays upon an inhos-
pitable shore, there to rot and befoul the atmosphere. You 
have "a very ancient and fish-like smell, a smell not of the 
newest." You may howl a lung out, but will only evoke 
laughter or disgust. Occasionally some lonely Middle-of-
the-Roader dragging his No. 12's painfully through the dust 
may turn to look at you, perhaps toss you a dime; but you 
are politically dead. You may play the Baptist racket for all 
it's worth; but the brethren, while long on zeal are shy on 
boodle. Even Jehovah Boanerges Cranfill, the champion leg 
elongater of the universe, finds it hard work to keep fat 
in the Baptist field—must add professional beggary to his 
schemes of predacity. You may tie your abortive little paper 
to the tail of the "Ape," but that animal is too weak in the 
hinder legs to pull it out of a financial hole. Go plug your-
self. Shuck your long-tailed hand-me-down Albert Edward, 
trade your paper for a double-shovel plow, gird up your yarn 
gailuses and make a reasonable effort to earn an honest liv-
ing. Had you expended half the nervo-muscular energy in 
the cotton patch that you have wasted in working your 
jawbone you would have money to burn. Mene mene tekel 
upharisn—which means that you are entirely too light at both 
ends. 

PILLS AND POLITICS. 

M Y ATTENTION has been called by several disgusted 
doctors to one Jay Jay Lawrence, who tacks A. M. 
M. D. to his patronymic, evidently as an anchor to 
hold it to the earth. Jay Jay and his vestibule-train 

title are conducting a sickly concern at St. Louis, sporting 
the euphonious cognomen of The Medical Brief, a monthly 
devoted to patent medicine and politics, blue ointment and 
economics, vermifuge and philosophy. Altho Jay Jay finds it 
necessary to mix display ads with his .reading matter to make 
the latter palatable, he declares that his painful monthly 
emission has 'the largest circulation of any medical maga-
zine in the world"—thereby indicating that while his mentali-
ty may be atrophied, his imagination is intumescent. I have 
long noticed that journals having large bona fide circulations 
do little tooting of their own horns on the house-tops—
they don't have to. It is a species of journalistic quackery 
which every thorough-bred publisher regards with contempt-
LIONS pity. Brains win, in the journalistic world as elsewhere, 
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and "blowing" a circulation were equivalent to employing a 
brass band to call attention to the abnormal size of the 
editorial encephalon. Still I wouldn't be without Jay Jay's 
truly remarkable magazine for ten times the money. 	I 
haven't a very high opinion of it as a medical authority, as 
it has "Cagliostro" written on it from cover to cover; but as 
a humorous journal it is 'way ahead of anything since the 
"Wax Wurx" of Artemus Ward. When I weary of the pro-
fessional fun-makers; when I tire of laughing at Brer. Rock-
efeller's heroic attempt to suppress the Iconoclast by exclud-
ing it from his little gate-system railroad; when the senator-
ial candidacy of Chollie-Boy Culberson becomes a weariness 
to the spirit, and the Texas Baptist convention with its stage 
accessories of snuffles and snot devolops into nux vomica, I 
can turn to Jay Jay's flamboyant cyclopedia of misinforma-
tion and observe with ever increasing interest the attempts of 
ye able editor to diagnose the disease of the body politic and 
steer it clear of the funeral director. Jay Jay is evidently 
not a progressive practitioner, for he is trying to save the 
country exactly as Guiliver's Lagado Galen tried to cure a 
dog of wind co'ic. I note with unalloyed pleasure that the 
Brief has contributors to its medical department at Purdon, 
Cove, and Dilworth, Texas, Jones' Switch and Burnsville, 
Ala., 	assawadox, Va., Salt Springs, Mo., Claypool, Ky., 
and other great centers of therapeuticai information, indi-
cating that it spares no pains to give its patrons the worth of 
their money without adding any tea-store chromos or elec-
tric belly-bands by way of rebate. But it is not the startling 
discoveries of village doctors, not the sophomoric essays of 
new-fledged Hippocrati now struggling manfully with buck 
ague, snake bite and new babies at Nassowadox, Jones' 
Switch and elsewhere that constitute the chief charm of Jay 
Jay's versatile journal. The feature of most interest to the lay 
reader is the political homilies of the editor himself. Not 
only are they deeply interesting to hoi polloi, but invaluable 
from a therapeutical standpoint, being successfully employed 
in cases of itch, smallpox, etc., as a counter irritant. I opine 
that one of these read in a loud voice to an Egyptian mummy 
would result in its immediate resurrection. If it had the 
faintest conception of humor it would wake up long enough 
to laugh, and if it hadn't it would come to life for the ex-
press purpose of hitting Jay Jay Lawrence, A. M. M. D., 
across the- sterno cleido-mastoidens with a well-seasoned 
obelisk. 	It is impossible to reproduce the flavor of this in- 
tellectual hippocampus' politico-economic emulsions, they be-
ing evidently compounded with thaumaturgic incantations 
while he is surrounded with jars of jalap, pile remedies, aphro-
disiacs and patent liver pills. They should be labelled allo- 
pathic purgatives and kept tightly corked. 	In the copy be- 
fore me Jay Jay assures his readers—who are supposed to be 
numerous as the sands of the sea, but are probably confined 
to himself and his country contributors—that there is a Rus-
so-Franco-Germanic alliance against England and that it is 
the sacred duty of America to come to the rescue of her 
muchly-beloved "mother country," lest the 'orrid bawbawians 
make 'way with the old woman, overturn the civilization of 
all the centuries and rip human liberty up by the roots. What 
my contemporary seems to need is a mild cathartic that will 
move his brain—say about a table-spoonful of Theodorus' 
Anticyrian hellebore. The continental powers will not harm 
England so long as the old harlot behaves herself, but there's 
no denying that they are becoming dead tired of her predac- 
ity and impudence. 	If the senescent old British lion at- 
tempts any funny business with the Russian bear it is liable to 
lose its umbilicus, and the surgical operation will be per- 
formed without the use of anaesthetics. 	If John Bull gets 
his proboscis ingloriously bumped it will be none of Uncle 
Sam's business—unless the gentleman in the star-spangled 
cutaway happens to be the party of the first part in the 
bumping business. Just why we should expend blood and 
treasure fighting the battles of the old buccaneer only an 
Anglomaniacal doctor enervated by his own dope could 
possibly imagine. Russia has ever been our friend, England 
our foe. 	The sympathies of Russia are with Republican 
France, with Republican America—the hand of England has 
ever been against the world. 	She has ruthlessly despoiled 
wherever and whenever•she possessed the power, while slav-
ishly obsequious when confronted by equal force. "Human 
liberty," your gran'dam! How long has it been since Eng-
land repealed the Test Act?—since she granted political equal-
ity to Jews?—to Catholics? In this respect she even lagged 
behind the Ottoman Empire. 	She is the only "Christian" 
nation on earth to-day that sanctions human slavery. There 
are still fools extant who imagine that all the liberties en-
joyed by Americans were inherited from "dear old England;" 
while the fact remains that in the matter of liberty England  

has been following 50 to 75 years behind the United States 
ever since the Flag o' Freedom first adorned the atmosphere. 
But it is when Jay Jay ribs himself up with a powerful ner- 
vine and tackles government by injunction that he really rises 
into the ream of pure humor—becomes serous, so to speak. 
He inadvertently leaks the information that labor organiza- 
tions "are animated by anarchistic impulses, their chief de-
sire is to force property owners to divide with them or lost 
their propetty;" and naively adds: "The injunction is really 
a guarantee of individual liberty." 	Sure! It guarantees to 
employers the right to combine to lower wages below the 
starvation point, while preventing those who are thus despoil- 
ed seeking the co-operation of their fellows in an attempt to 
right the wrong by the simple expedient of taking leave of 
their tools. 	it guarantees to workmen the liberty to be 
shot down like dogs for peaceably assembling and walking 
unarmed on the public highway—for asking other men to 
cease work until there is a better adjustment of wages. 	Of 
course a man who isn't willing to work in a coal mine for go 
cents a day, who lays down his pick and asks better pay, is 
an anarchist who is tryino-

t' 
 to drive other people to divide 

with him their property. Jay Jay is so much wiser than all 
the labor organizations in the land, than the framers of our 
fundamental law, than a majority of the American judiciary, 
a—vertiable Daniel come to judgment. Give him a crown as 
large as that of King Midas, which was designed to hide the 
ears of an ass. 	It is, however, when he assails W. J. Bryan 
that he becomes intensely interesting. 	According to this 
learned Theban, Bryan is a Populist, and Populists are peo-
ple who do not pay their doctor bills. They call the M. D. 
out of his comfortable bed at 2 g. in., and after he has frozen 
his nose and toes to puke or purge 'em they refuse to even 
haul him a cord o' slippery-elm firewood or a load o' pump-
kins in payment, but, accuse him of incompetence! 'Ow 'or-
rible! Jay Jay must have obtained his information from those 
forks of the creek medicos who constitute the chief contribu-
tors to his columns—and who would probably encounter 
fewer charges of incompetence if they expended less time in 
scribbling ridiculous "rot" and more in careful reading. Still 
I can scarce refrain from weeping over such a tale o' woe. 
In the terse vernacular of the "mother country," hit touches 
me 'eart—so much so that I hereby authorize anybody to 
whom W. J. Bryan owes a doctor bill to draw on me for the 
amount. If he doesn't owe anybody a doctor bill it follows, 
according to Jay Jay's diagnosis, that he is not a Populist—
may be a dyed-in-the-wool Democrat. Classing Bryan and 
his followers as Popuiists, then denouncing all Populists as 
chronic deadbeats, must be very soothing to a majority of 
the medical men of the West and South; but it is about what 
might be expected of a man so infamously ignorant that he 
calls England our mother country, so idiotic that he would 
have us take up arms for the international pirate in the name 
of human liberty. The best thing Jay Jay Lawrence, A. M. 
M. D., can do is to apply a ten-horse power poultice to his 
head and see if he cannot draw a few brains into that resound-
ing hollow. In the meantime he should eschew politics and 
confine himself to the publication of essays by village doc- 
tors and the exploitation of patent medicines. 	When he 
next feels an impulse creeping on to invade the realm of econ-
omics he should chloroform it, or hit it with a club. 

THE PRIMROSE PATH. 

By Ethelyn Leslie Huston. 
NIM=1•011/ 

E GOOD and you wial be lonesome," is the man-
ner in which Mark Twain signs himself with ex-
ceeding pathos. And even in that mythical old 
tale of the Garden the man and the woman grew 

- weary of the monotony of perfection, and as history, So-
called, only gives us facts, not feelings, who can say that the 
lady and gentleman in the case did not gaily kick over the 
traces of Paradise and the proprieties with malice prepense 
and exceeding great joy? Eden was ideal—but it must have 
been awfully dull. 	It had ail the dreamy loveliness of Ar-
cadia; its sun-kissed beauty thrilled with the song of birds, 
its green, misty aisles heavy with the incense of a thousand 
flowers, its laughing streams flashing sweet challenges at the 
dew drops hanging like angel's tears on the fronds of maiden 
hair fern. 

But man is clay and in Eve's fairness, au natural, there was 
a rather wearying sameness—in her costumes and in her con-
versation there was so little variety. 

And Eve herself must have found little pleasure in regning 
without rivals, and doubtless thought her brain and beauty 
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rather wasted on the animal creation and one man. So what 
more natural, when an obliging Deity provided—or permit-
ted, whichever you prefer—the snake and open seasame, that 
they should be embraced with avidity and the happy couple 
exchange the rather tame pleasures of a moral existence for 
the dear delights of the world, the flesh and the devil? 

Of course the angel and the flaming sword helped out in 
spectacular effect and were invaluable to Dante and Milton; 
but judging the duo by their descendants, it might be safely 
surmised that the delights ahead, not the danger behind, gave 
wings to their feet. 

Somebody says, somewhere, "We may owe our solid hap-
piness to the good, but we owe life's color and variety and 
excitement to the wicked: let us never underrate them." 
That is unorthodox, but also undeniable. 	The dew-drops 
of Paradise were picturesques, but the glinting beads of Pome-
roy Sec more palatable. The song of birds soothes to slum-
ber, but one would rather steep heart and soul in the exqui-
site pain of Mascagni's "Intermezzo." To enjoy, one must 
also have suffered—extreme necessitates extreme. the stillness 
and peace of "tideless calm" pall. 	Man needs the storm 
and splendor of life its fullest and broadest to really live. 
And to "be good" is synonymous with unutterable monotony. 
This is not proper, and according to the eternal fitness of 
things, but it is so just the same. 

It is an accepted fact that woman always loves the prodi-
gal instead of the good young man who stays home when 
there is no Y. M. C. A. meeting. The g. y. m. doesn't look 
on the wine when it is red or play battledore and shuttlecock 
with the ten commandments; he sings Dr. Moody and scores 
Dean Swift: he comes to her immaculate and innocent—and 
she promptly 'labels him imbecile and inane, while she 
gathers the prodigal into her forgiving arms, wipes out his 
tears and his checkered career with one sweep of her dainty 
handkerchief and tearfully tells him that while the lamp holds 
out to burn the lowliest sinner (of his sex) may return, and 
that she (and her eyes shine with a holy light)—she 
reform him. 

She never does, but that does not disturb her self-confi- 
dence in the least. 	Doubtless the gentler sex has made up 
its mind that the existing minority of the genus man will not 
be repeated in the next world, which accounts in part for its 
extreme solicitude regarding his salvation. 

And man? Is it the good woman whom he really loves? 
History and romance, fact and fiction, to-day and a century 
ago—do you find the good woman really loved? By her 
children, by her friends, by her dependants, she is loved and 
reverenced as something holy. But as he wearied of Par-
adise so does man weary of Perfection, and it is not the good 
woman whom man really loves. 

She is sacred in his eyes as the shrined Mater Dolorosa 
and he gives her an affection tideless and steadfast, perhaps; 
"but it is not for good women men have fought battles, given 
their lives and starved their souls." 

Octavia bore the sacred name of wife, but the woman of 
the Nile carried in her breast the heart of Antony. The "lily 
maid of Astolat" poured out her pure love, with her life—un-
heeded. Antoinette was worshipped tho' a wanton, while 
England's noblest princess, a neglected wife, bears the bit-
terness of a whole world's pity. 

"Be good and you will be lonesome"—and there is bitter 
truth under the froth of jest. The "good." in the strict sense 
of the word, are so uninteresting. Their lives are iron-bound 
and the mile-stones in a rigid line along a rigid highway. In 
judging their kind, their view is narrow and their verdict 
pitiless, because they cannot understand lives less coldly cal-
culating than their own. They are monotonous because 
there is no unexpectedness in their natures—they cannot com-
prehend the sudden heat-lighting of the human Passions 
when man wages battle with the elements, when fire and 
storm blind and madden, and in the awful lull that follows 
he gazes, ashen-faced, into the depths of his own bared soul. 

They are good. because in their veins run water. But the 
soul that is broad and human, that has known the ecstacy of 
the heights and the hideous suffering of a mental Tartarus, 
that has lived and laughed and wept and cursed, that has 
hoped and despaired and conquered and risen. Phoenix-like, 
from the ashes and ruins, and faces the immutable sphinx of 
the Beyond with a like immutability that disdains to either 
complain or explain, that has suffered and is strong and is 
silent and waits, that soul is not good. But it is something 
better—it is grand. 

WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH TENNESSEE? 

By Nashvillian. 

HAT is the matter with Kansas?" asked and answered 
a gentleman of that howling state, and then he gird-
ed up his loins, took his hat in his hand, and started 
out to run for congress. Whether he will ever reach 

the cherished goal I know not and care not, nor would I 
mention his name or the circumstance that brought him into 
public notice but for the reason that I want to ask and answer 
a similar question videlicet: "What's the matter with Ten-
nessee?" Richard Le Gailiene has chosen for the title of his 
last book, "If I Were God," a sonorous sacrilege stolen 
from one of Will Hubbard Kernan's poems. To steal from 
any one is a crime. To steal from Kernan is a sin, not de-
void of mitigating circumstances. To steal from a Kansas 
Jayhawker is a disgrace of such rank infamy that no one but 
a Kansan could be guilty of it. 

Hence I give credit and pilfer not, but will repeat the 
question: "What's the matter with Tennessee?" 

The old Volunteer State whose backwoods riflemen turned 
the tide at King's Mountain when the British red coats were 
picked off like berries, the state that produced John Sevier, 
Andy Johnson, Andrew Jackson, Polk,—to drop far down, 
Jimmy Harris—to plunge into the extreme abyss of ridicu-
lousness, Isham G. Harris—to rise above Polk, but not with-
out malodors and the flotsam and jetsam of a not wholly dis-
criminating lechery; the old Volunteer State which should 
be first and foremost in the onward march of progress, is far 
behind her sister states—far behind any of the seven or ten 
that impinge, with more or less clash and hurrah, on her bor- 
der. 	It is no fault of the state, of the soil, which is fertile; 
of the forests. which are inexhaustable; of the mountains, 
which are rich in ores; of the waters, which are limpid; of 
the women, who are beautiful; of the men who are—(the case 
of the men, as a matter of prudence, is taken under advise-
ment). 

Tennessee is behind her sister states in many things, and 
why? 

When Col. William H. Carroll was chairman of the state 
central Democratic committee he gave utterance to an ex-
pression which must stand among political epigrams as a 
gem of truth and succinctness, until conditions change rad-
ically, when he said: "Tennessee is the worst governed 
state in the union." And it is. The masons for this condi-
tion of affairs cannot be synthesized. They are geographical, 
historical, ethnological. 

Tennessee is like a ribbon, long and narrow. 	It is di- 
vided into three grand divisions, East, Middle and West 
Tennessee. Bryan said there was too much sunshine in West 
Tennessee, and too much moonshine in East Tennessee. 
Apt. East Tennessee is given over to mountains and moon-
shiners, to beautiful scenery and degenerate natives who vote 
the Republican ticket early and late, and as often as the exe-
genries of the case demand. They send a fellow named 
Gibson to represent them in congress, who is "one of 'em," 
and truly a representative man. They are unprogressive, ex-
clusive. resentful of interference, vindictive and invincibly 
ignorant. 	They hate strangers who come among them, 
fearing they might be, in some way, "ravenue." They have 
nothing in common with the rest of the state. They hate a 
clean shirt. as they bate a rattle snake. They seldom wear 
shoes. Only a few of them ever saw "store soap." They 
are the degenerate ps-o.geny of original settlers in this coun- 
try. 	If, as a negro bishop claims in a late publication, the 
American must yield to climatic conditions and become an 
Indian, these mountaineers will be a cross between the Nez 
Perces and Digger, with a modicum of the coyote thrown in 
for "swetenin'." Of all God's creatures they are the worst. 
because they have the vices of the savage and the civilized 
man with the virtues of neither. No man but a Republican 
can secure a vote from these people unless he rides a stal-
lion and carries a fiddle while electioneering, and unless he 
gives the services of both free to the suffragans. Bob Tay-
lor received a few votes in this way, but he had to fiddle for 
the young people to dance, at the head of a hollow every 
night, and fill the caves and mountain sides with spotted 
colts. These, with the negroes of West Tennessee, consti-
tute the Republican party, and the Republican party holds the 
balance of power in the legislature. 	They, the East Ten- 
nesseeans, send men to the legislature in this city who board 
in wagon-yards during the session. They reach here with a 
$2 bill and one shirt and never change either while they re-
main. They go home with the $36o allowed them by the 
state, plus their mileage, per diem, and the $2 which they 
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brought with them. They live on such pickings as they can 
secure from promoters and lobbyists. This is one thing tile 
matter with Tennessee. 

And there are others. 
Middle Tennessee is as distinct from East Tennessee as 

Massachusetts is from Mexico. Middle Tennessee puts on 
airs, holds all the offices, makes all the noise, poses, struts 
and steps as high as a string-halted horse in a briar patch. 
Politically, socially, morally and financially, Middle Tennes-
see is absolutely under the domination of the Louisville and 
Nashville rail.-oad. 	No man dare poke his head up in any 
sphere of life or social condition without first securing the en-
dorsement of the Louisville and Nashville's permanent lobby. 
That lobby watches every county as a hen watches her chick-
ens, and the fool who declares himself in favor of destroying 
imperialism finds himself shelved, and he never knows how 
it was done. 	Nashville is dominated by this railroad, so 
much so that no other railroad has ever been able to get to 
the city because the Louisville and Nashville objected to it. 
Our late Centennial was a Louisville and Nashville railroad 
centennial, pure and simple; its officers were Louisville and 
Nashville officers; the money made went into the coffers of 
the Louisville and Nashville railroad. This corporation is su-
preme. 

It is largely responsible for the theft of the governorship 
from H. Clay Evans and the seating of "Old Pete" Turney, 
who was in his dotage on the bench and could not be got 
rid of any other way. The steal was a rank one, denounced 
by Democratic papers and public men as such, but there were 
mitigating circumstances. 	Evans represented East Tennes- 
see mountaineers and West Tennessee negroes. 

The Louisville and Nashville lawyers are the delegates to 
all county and state conventions; they write all the platforms 
and make all the nominations, no matter what party is in the 
field. 	If they are turned down at home they rush a con- 
testing delegation over on free passes and, by the aid of 
their friends, either secure the seats or "for the sake of har-
mony." have both delegations seated. 

Under such conditions men cannot develop. Those who 
do develop in spite of these conditions are few and they are 
either employed by the great corporation that controls the 
state, or regarded as lepers whom all men must shun. The 
result is that mediocrity is at a premium and no one who is 
not willing to become a pliant tool or vulgar demagogue 
ever gets to the front. 

These conditions have brought about such chaos in poli-
tics. and so degenerate had we become, that two years ago, 
in this the capital city of the state, a mongrel ticket com-
posed of sorehead Republicans and sorehead Democrats, 
nondescripts and negroes, under the aegis of the A. P. A. 
organintion, carried the day and put their filthy spawn in of-
fice. For two years we suffered a saturnalia of corruption, 
inefficiency and disgrace. 	Being centennial year we had to 
smother our indignation as best we could. The dose was 
a bitter one, but it proved beneficial in that it aroused the 
decent people to action and at the recent election the entire 
miserable and incompetent crew was scourged into the musty 
and cankerous obscurity from which it came, and a fairly 
de,-^nt ticket was elected. 

West Tennessee, way down in the slashes, with her feet 
dabbling in the Mississippi river, has nothing in common 
x‘Pith Tennessee proper. 	All of the rural counties belong to 
11 iddle Tennessee in everything but geographical location. 
Memphis. the chief city, belongs to Arkansas and Missis-
sippi, is filled up with Arkansas and Mississippi people, does 
business in Arkansas and MISSiSSiDDI and, like a wayward 
(laughter, cultivates Arkansas and Mississippi. 	The rest of 
the state looks upon her as an outcast daughter whose pres.- 
ence is a contamination, but the wages of whose sins are not 
unacceptable. 	This practice I have seen in families as well 
as in states. 	Memphis is an incorrigible daughter and the 
rely thing that can be done with her is to tax her. Hence 
Memphis pays one-sixth of the taxes of the state; the other 
05 counties pay five-sixths of the taxes. 	Memphis, and that 
means all of West Tennessee, recognized as such, is filled 
with shopkeepers who insist on making money in their own. 
old, mad, boorish way. 	They refuse to "cultivate literature 
on a little oat meal," as does Middle Tennessee. To make 
money without the permission of the Louisville and Nash-
ville railroad is a crime of the deepest dye, but Memphis is 
defiant and independent, having a river and eleven compet-
ing railroads. 

But the Memphian who pokes his head up for office we 
crush to earth and, unlike truth, he never rises again. Isham 
G. Harris was in the senate a long time, but not as a Mem-
phian. He was put there as war governor. lie was said  

to have carried the school fund in his pocket on his pilgrim-
age over the earth when $5,000 was offered for his head by 
Brownlow, and he turned it into the state treasury, some 
$7,0oo,000 in gold, safe and sound. 	He never denied this 
story, although there was no truth in it. He never had the 
fund in his keeping. He ruled Tennessee like a Czar. He 
spurned the petty politicians like curs. 	He clung to office 
like a sticking plaster. 	When he was gathered to his fath- 
er's there was a rush for his place. The postulants arrayed 
themselves in sackcloth and ashes. 	A memorial meeting 
was called whereat there was to have been orating. 	Each 
panegyric was intended to have been a rhetorical gem and 
the meeting was to have been a contest in eloquent slobber-
ing, the winner to receive the appointment of senator as the 
prize. But in an evil hour Governor Taylor appointed Hon. 
T. B. Turley of Memphis. Then all the speeches were torn 
up. 	The memorial services were postponed indefinitely. 
Senator Harris was forgotten. 

This, also, is what's the matter with Tennessee. 
With three dissimilar and antagonistic cantonments or 

divisions of the state, there is no chance for a strong man. No 
man of force and moral courage can represent all of the com-
monwealth and the offices go to the negative char? eters. 
Jno. J. Vertrees of this city, Gen. Luke E. Wright of Mem-
phis, and men of their kidney, who are really great men and 
who would rank with the leaders in national affairs, are set 
upon by the pack of inepts and rent to pieces whenever their 
names are mentioned for preferment. 	Bate, a cold, calculat- 
ing, parsimonious old gentleman, with just enough ability to 
furnish a country magistrate, goes about from county to 
county, handshaking with the ex-confederates and is elected 
to the senate. 	"And you can't head him." 	Bob Taylor 
may go also because he is an authority on the financial ques- 
tion. 	Bob's knowledge of the science of finance extends to 
the drawing of his salary and to the putting of his share of 
the receipts from his lectures into his pocket to be handed 
out again to the first one who asks him for it. But Bob 
is a loveable fun-maker and while the farce continues should 
be given a front seat. 

This, too, is what's the matter with Tennessee. 
Incompetent after incompetent is put into state offices. 

Every enterprise that struggles for a start is denounced by the 
bewhiskered legislator as a "rich corporation" and is taxed 
and taxed and taxed. Over in Mexico, where they tax a 
man on each wheel of his vehicle every time he crosses a 
bridge or enters the gates of a city; where the tax gatherer 
collects tribute from those who can pay every time they bat 
their eyes, may be found as vicious tax laws as we have in 
Tennessee, but nowhere else under God's shining sun. Let 
a man expose his property in the most laudable effort to build 
up a community and it is pounced upon by the tribute taker 
and he is forced to pick up what is left and flee the state. 
Progress is met at every turn by communistic confiscation. 
The wildest demagogy rules. 

In spite of all this the state has a debt of $15,000,000 or 
thereabouts, which will be due in a few years, and for which 
there is no sinking fund provided. It is a scaled and com- 
promised debt at that. 	Worse: this year already .S500,000 
have been borrowed to meet the interest on this debt because 
of mismanagement of the state finances. And this is not the 
end. 

This, too, is what's the matter with Tennessee. 
But. God bless us! we carry the elections. 	We "pull 

Hanna's leg," take his money and count the votes our way. 
We are the people. Poor Tennessee! A state that should 
be rich and prosperous; a state blessed beyond any other 
with natural wealth and inexhaustible resources, is in the rear 
of the procession. 

There she is liable to remain. 	Her geographical construc- 
tion and difference of soil and climate, coupled with result-
ant ethnological differences; render homogenity impossible. 
arrays section against section, class against class, interest 
against interest, and prevents a unification of her powers and 
forces in the grand work of development. 	Manhood is 
emasculated, mediocrity exalted. real greatness dishonored 
The development processes are arrested, energy is atrophied 
and _enterprise, with its capital, is hunted like .a. criminal to 
find a house of refuge in other states. 

This, also, is what's the matter with Tennessee. 
Give light, 0 Lord! to the eyes of our people who grope in 

darkness; illumine their understandings, that they may intel-
ligently appreciate the conditions that surround them; re-
move from their hearts the demons of jealousy, selfishness 
and bitterness, that they may join together as one people and 
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as brethren, from Carter to Shelby, in bonds of patriotism 
and of love, and in noble effort for the commonweal of Ten-
nessee. This is the earnest prayer of one who loves his state, 
who chastises but to chasten, and who would be the first to 
bring balm and healing for the wounds inflicted. 

BEHIND THE SCENES IN ST. LOUIS. 

By Yseult Kuyk. 

C OL. ROBERT INGERSOLL once said of the city 
of St. LouiS that, as to Missouri, it was "a diamond 
pin in a dirty shirt." I will not maintain the im-
maculateness of the shirt; but the diamond has flaws, 

and is, in some respects, as a gem not far removed from the 
"phony." 

They call St. Louis "the solid city." 	It is solid. 	Also 
stolid. It's a little Chinese. It regards the stranger as the 
enemy. In St. Louis they don't gather in the stranger and 
skin him, as they do in Chicago; but if he happens to have 
four dollars to invest he is regarded as having designs upon 
the coagulated capital of a select assortment of "stiffs:: 
known as leading citizens. 	If he have brains, they dicker 
w''.h hint, and let him in on their deals for a share in his. St. 

ouis is a close corporation. 	Less than twenty men run 
L Jim Campbell, Dave Francis, George A. Madill, Sam 

/
Kennard, Ed Butler, Charlie Maffit, John Scullin. Edwards 
Wittaker, Thomas H. West, Julius S. Walsh, George E. 
Leighton and a few more own the town. They dare do any-
thing. 	They control the banks, the trust companies, the 
street railroads, the gas works, the telephone franchises, and 
the newspapers. 	Almost all the ability in the town is en- 

/ 	gaged in their service. They gather it in as it develops, and 
the multitude is made vassal to them. They own everything 
in St. Louis worth owning. They are the local nobility. They 
can crush any one who ventures to oppose their desires. 
When they war among themselves they manage that no inter- 
loper shall come in for a share of the spoils. 	They unite 
against the newcomer and crucify him. They control munic- 
ipal legislation. 	They buy aldermen like cattle. 	The city 
is at their mercy. They are all religious and moral men; 
their crookedness is purely commercial and political. Their 
different monopolies oppress the town, and the press is their 
tool. 	Most newspaper warfares upon them are mere 
"'blinds" to draw off public attention to one quarter, while 
they gobble up something valuable in another. 

St. Louis has had a reputation, for a long time, for public 
spirit. It's there all right, but it is public spirit for private 
gain. Take the exposition. A job. Public money built the 
structure. The city gave the ground, right in the heart of 
the business-district-to-be. All the subscribers are frozen out, 
but a few shrewd ones own the whole business. They have a 
piece of property worth at least eight million dollars. 	It 
is untaxed. They rake in the coin accruing from the expo-
sition. They work the public up into supporting the ven-
ture, and three or four men in large retail stores get all the 
benefit. They advertise their private business by their pub-
lic spirit, in capturing an enterprise that in its inception was 
somewhat communal in character. 

St. Louis boasts of her fine Planters Hotel. Well, eight or 
ten men have confidenced the public out of that property, and 
its stupendous increment. Once there was subscribed $6o0.-
000 for what are known as the Fall Festivities. There were 
illuminations for a few years, and the Veiled Prophet pa-
geant still survives; but there has been no accounting for the 
$600,000 that any one has been able to understand. It is a 
legend in St. Louis that a large wad of the $600,000 was in-
vested in the Planters Hotel. in the names of the individuals 
who made up the Fall Fesitivities Association. 	They are 
drawing from the splendid institution, the earning upon 
money raised by miscellaneous public subscription. 	No 
paper dare take up these matters and discuss them. If one 
were to do so, it would not have five advertisements of the 
leading retail dealers in anything in the whole city. 	Col. 
Charles H. Jones. when editor of the Post-Dispatch. once crit-
icised Mr. Sam Kennard for something. and forthwith Barr. 
Nugent, Crawford, Scruggs. Vandervoort and Barney, and 
the other big dealers withdrew their patronage in order to 
prevent his making the sum of money each year prescribed in 
his contract with Joseph Pulitzer as the sine qua non to his 
retention of his place. 	They drove him out of journalism 
finally. You've got to stand in with all this gang, or go to 
the wall. The only person who gets anything from them 
is the person who will do their work. 

You go to the city hail in St. Louis, the old one, which  

which is a realization in material of a bad dream conse-
quent upon too much rare-bit, and you might as well be in 
Berlin. 	You are lost without an interpreter. 	You must 
talk German, or a Joe Emmett dialect, to make yourself un-
derstood. Money only doesn't have to talk German at the 
city hail. 	That is transferred without being translated. The 
mayor of the town talks, in his public addresses, a lingo that 
would make the fortune of a vaudeville comedian of the Dutch 
Daly stripe; and his son, who is his secretary, has the phys- 
iognomical symptoms of intellectuality that you might ex-
pect in a dude who eats with his knift, or any Brummel of 
"the bad lands." The lower branch of the municipal legisla- 
ture is a bedlam. Its sessions are eruptions of obscenity. 
Talk is indulged in that would cause the ejectment of the 
talker from a bawdy-house parlor. The august body never 
rouses into activity save over some measure With "stuff" in 
it. 	The combine will take as low as twenty-five dollars to 
beat or pass a bill. They introduce bills to induce the fran-
chise holding syndicates to put up money to kill them, and 
business is at its best when two or three street railroad 
bosses can be led into bidding against each other for the pass-
age or_defeat of some measure. The St. Louis house of del-
egates is as fine a gang of rapacious ruffians as ever invited 
mob law in an American city. 

Politics in St. Louis is practiced by the pimps and pot- 
house habitues, just as in other cities. 	Two of the best 
known office holders in the city have been accused publicly 
of stealing $1,2oo that was given them to support a measure 
for capitol removal at the last general election. They got the 
money to divide among the members of the city committee, 
and no member of that body ever saw a copper of it. The 
check was cashed, however. 	The governor appointed to 
their present offices the men who got the money. 

It costs more to conduct the city government of St. Louis 
than it costs proportionately to govern New York. 	The 
town is overrun with an army of men drawing salaries, and 
few sober breaths, but doing nothing else. The present head 
of government, when he left the office of city collector, lost 
or destroyed his books, that they might tell no tale of the 
monstrous malfeasance of his administration. Corporations 
were held up for sums that never appeared on the books. In-
stead of paying licenses and taxes, merchants, manufacturers, 
saloon keepers, brewers and others paid tribute to the then 
subordinates of the present mayor. Corruption is rampant 
all through the city government. Every one knows it; but 
no one feels like expressing it for the reason that such ex-
posures are "chestnuts" to the St. Louisan. There have been 
reform waves in every large city in the Union, now and then. 
In St. Louis, never. The syndicate of snappers that holds 
the franchises won't have it. 	Reform doesn't_ 	go. 	They 
want the old gang they have been dealing with, in power. No 
matter which gang dominates, Democrat or Republican, the 
syndicate owns them. 	It doesn't like the prospect of deal- 
ing with strangers. It likes to buy over and over again the 
same old crowd to enact or defeat certain bills. When the 
gang in power is Democratic, Ed Butler does the buying. 
When the gang is Republican, Chauncey I. Filley takes the 
money and dictates what his creatures shall do. Butler dis-
gorges something; Filley nothing. Butler deals with Filley 
when Filley has fooled the people into electing his men. 
and vice versa. 	It is Croker and Platt over again on a 
smaller scale. These two men have all the corporations by 
their throats. They are both men of genius in their line. 
commanding an insane devotion among the slums, and a cer-
tain amount of admiration, and awe, from among the wealthy, 
if not the respectable, of the city. 

The St. Louis police force is demoralized by politics. Rob-
beries and burglaries multiply. Purse-snatching from wo-
men by white and black ruffians is sunk to a mere common-
place in the daily newspaper reports. Thieves flourish, and 
are protected by petty politicians. 	Real estate dealers 
work the police departments about once a year to chase the 
prostitutes out of one section of town into another. 	It's all 
a job. The prostitutes pay big rents, $6o per month for a 
house that would rent to decent people for $25. One crowd 
of agents gets the upper hand and starts an agitation to get 
the "girls" out of the district they occupy into another, in 
which the agents interested have a great many empty houses. 
After a time another real estate combination is made, and the 
poor bawds have to move again. Result of this? Many of 
the women open assignation houses in the West End, or go 
"living decent" under some man's care in that quarter, make 
the acquaintance of good women, and innocent girls, and col-
lect a "maiden tribute" from among the latter for numerous 
old rakes who prefer the sexually initiative to the referen- 
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dum in the case of women in the territory known as "tamale 
town." 	Kept women, the mistresses of men driven from 
down-town, have been known to ingratiate themselves, in 
the West End, with women moving in the very best society. 
And all this to enable a few real estate men to rent at exor-
bitant figures a few ramshackle houses to the women who 
must stay "on the town." 

St. Louis society is not so bad and vulgar as society in 
some other cities. 	The city is so much like a village that 
no opportunity is afforded for intrigue or depravity among 
the swell set. Every one in St. Louis knows the business of 
every one else. A woman cannot "go wrong" without be- 
ing discovered. 	Most of the details that you hear about 
the corruption of St. Louis society are imagination wholly. 
There is a great deal of excessive drinking at functions among 
women, but it is said that this is notable rather because of the 
amount the girls can stand without showing it than because 
of its prompting them to ribald Terpsichorean evolutions. 
The world outside the swell set hears occasionally of some 
girl who patronizes the punch bowl until she falls into hys-
terics, but as a rule the up-to-date St. Louis girl can "carry 
a load" with much dignity and grace. 

St. Louis society is cheap and garish in spots. 	Some of 
the newly rich arc unbearably snobbish. The Granite Moun- 
tain set carries its nose in the air most heinously and its chief 
female representative is celebrated for her absurd malaprop-
isms. There is but one "fast" set in the town and that "fast" 
set is looked down upon quite generally and quite sincerely. 
It is composed of gay young married women who affect the 
Bohemian by drinking cocktails in public and cutting up at 
the Jockey Club. One of the members of this last set is the 
daughter-in-law of a Missouri senator and a very pretty wo-
man. Another of this set is the woman who was voted 
the best dressed woman at the horse show in a newspaper 
scheme. Her father is a milionaire doctor and her husband 
is a thoroughbred. It can not be said even of this set, how-
ever, that it is fast in the immortal sense in which that word 
usually is employed. It is gay and the women are only un-
fortunate in having nothing to do and in dispelling weari-
ness by silly and flashy pranks in a social way. 

There are some awfully funny society people in St. Louis. 
For instance, I am told that one of the women who has re-
,ently blossomed into the society columns is the wife of a 
millionaire lumber man who lives in a swell place and whose 
stinginess is peculiar in that it applies to everything but the 
feeing of the reporters who write up his wife and daughter. 
There is another woman whose burst into society has occa-
sioned a great deal of comment of late. She is the wife of a 
cattleman and certainly not well trained in the graces, but 
she has her name in the papers continually by virtue of pres-
ents of such things as bolts of silk to society editresses. The 
wife of one of the police commissioners, who used to be the 
widow of a former mayor, is a fearful and wonderful matron 
in her methods of attaining distinction. 	She dresses gor- 
geously at all public occasions and has more color than a 
spectacular show at the theatre. 	St. Louis society is dull 
and unintellectual. 	As a rule, however, it does not mask 
any corruption. There are not enough of men in society to 
give opportunity for corruption. 	Nowhere in the country 
are there so many pretty girls without admirers. They have 
to go to the theatres with their own fathers and brothers. 
The few men in society are a lot of "cheap skates" who can-
not repay their social obligations in the fashion supposed 
to nrevail among them. The St. Louis society belle has no 
g)od time of it. She doesn't get rushed to any great extent 
at any time and this is the more remarkable because the 
wealthy girls are as much neglected as the poor but pretty 
ones. 	St. Louis is the finest field in the world for a man 
with nothing who wants to marry money. St. Louis society 
doesn't patronize the theatres extensively. 	It is not appre- 
ciative of music. 	It doesn't care for art. 	It is hopelessly 
uvaesthetical as a whole. The picture dealers, music dealers 
and book sellers declare that their patrons come mostly from 
the people who are not in the swell set. 	A peculiarity of 
St. Lcmis society is that its members are as a rule procreative. 
There is no suppression of increase and multiplication such 
as prevail in the swell mob in other cities. A woman in St. 
Louis is not disgraced by having three or four babies. As 
a rule also St. Louis society women are not disposed to set 
up a rigid standard of exclusiveness. 	They have taken up 
recently the wife of a young man who was a singer with the 
Bostonians and it is the fad at present to rave over her. The 
whole world knows, of course, that a St. Louis girl insulted 
the Prince of Wales by refusing to meet him, when he never 
had asked to have her presented. That, however, was the  

most glaring effort ever made by a St. Louis girl to get a lot 
of newspaper notoriety and at a cheap rate. To the credit of 
the local high society it must be said that it does not cultivate 
the newspaper habit of exploitation. 	It tolerates the jour- 
nalistic abuses of pictures and write-ups. 	To be perfectly 
just to society in St. Louis, about all that can be said of it 
is that it is dull, principally, because it is decent. A man who 
is an authority upon such matters tells me that there is not in 
real society in St. Louis one woman of whom there has ever 
been any scandal. The very highest society in St. Louis—
the old families—are all Catholics, and very strict Catholics 
at that, and so there is not the taint of animalism about it 
that you find elsewhere in the realm of the high flyers. 

St. Louis cannot be said to be a moral city. 	It is as im- 
moral as any in the country. I am told that the professional 
Social Evil in St. Louis is an unprofitable occupation "be-
cause of amateur competition." I am quoting a gentleman 
who is interesfed in sociological questions very largely. From 
what he said, I deduce the conclusion that the daughters of 
the poor are preyed upon by the men so successfully as to 
account for the prevalence of virtue in the wealthier circles. 
Fearful stories are current of the immorality of the work-
ing girls, but these, I suppose, may be discounted to a certain 
extent. I hesitate to tell you some things I have heard about 
the tribute exacted of the girls in some of the big dry goods 
emporiums. 	Suffice it to say that these stories are told of 
three of the great Merchant princes. 	One of them is said 
to make it a rule that no girl shall be employed who fails to 
understand that she is liable to his advances. Another mer-
chant prince, portly and domineering, who gained unenvia-
ble notoriety because of his attempt at political coercion of 
pis employes, had a bad reputation in this same line. 	Still 
another merchant prince who runs a strictly cash store, had 
one of his girls arrested for stealing goods and refused to 
prosecute her when she threatened to tell all she knew about 
how girls held their places in his establishment. 	As I say, 
these stories should be discounted, in all probability, but where 
there is smoke there is fire and—most of the stories come from 
the gii is in the big stores. 

The city of St. Louis is hopelessly monotonous. 	It is a 
big place. 	A great business is carried on there, but it 
seems to be done by people somnambulistically. 	The so- 
porific atmosphere that the readers feel when perusing the 
"Globe-Democrat" or "Republic," is characteristic of the 
town. The great majority of the people seem unable to 
arouse themselves to any activity, even of viciousness. The 
crowd just lives as if it were soaked and sodden in the city's 
vast beer output. 	It is content to let a few men and a few 
big concerns monopolize all the business. 	It scarcely has 
energy enough to try to amuse itself. 	It goes to bed at 
half past nine, and never thoroughly wakes up. The town 
is sleepy, notwithstanding its size and its boasted progress. 
It grows because it can't help itself. The people appear to 
be good because they've not energy enough to be otherwise. 

St. Louis, Mo., November ro. 

THE STAGE AND STAGE DEGENERATES. 

By Robert Lee Wyche. 

HERE and there in the big and little towns of America 
cranks are busily working for,  the elevation of the 
stage.

in

Every 2x4 newspaper man who thinks he has 
a mission, every preacher who desires to make a sen- 

sation 	the pulpit, every maiden novelist whose feminine 
 mind battens in pruriency, every old maid who has missed 

her opportunity to be man-handled and wishes to reform a 
race she has done noshing to increase, every two-for-a-quarter 
evangelist between Bangor and Los Angeles is talking a lung 
out of the public on the subject of making the stage higher 
and better. When Col. Hercules, not of Herculaneum, view-
ed the Augean stables he may have thought that he had a 
considerable job on hand. but he tackled it with a man's 
strength and brain. By the help of his good right arm and 
a river or two he got rid of some thousands of tons of filth 
which went to enrich the levels lower down. Col. Hercules 
died in time to save his reputation. 	If required to cleanse 
the modern stage, he would pull his beaver over his brows 
and sneak out of town. Col. Hercules was a man who knew 
when he was over-weighted. He entered the ring only with 
such opponents as he stood a chance to best. 

Once upon a time I boarded in a little German hotel in 
this city. Near it was the great Madison Square Garden. 
In consequence, the little hotel, which was very German—
that is to say, clean and cheap—was patronized by many 
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actors and actresses. 	They had little rooms upstairs, got 
their morning coffee in the little restaurant and after the 
evening's performance sat, in the little apartment off the bar, 
where the floor was sanded and drank beer until the small 
hours. These men were representatives of their profession 
so far as America is concerned. There were no stars among 
them and none of the lowest stratum. They were the middle 
class of the people of the footlights. 	Nearly all of them 
were married and a few of them had children. They had the 
small ambitions and the small amusements of their class. 

At that time I worked upon one of New York's yellow 
journals. I reached the hotel each morning between 12 and 
I o'clock, and always found the theatrical symposium in full 
blast. I was with these people for three months for an hour 
or two each night and think that I formed a fair idea of what 
the American stage is like. In those months I heard just 
two general subjects discussed—grease, paint and copulation. 
That was all of it. 	No science, no literature, no art in its 
higher sense, no news of the day, no poiitics, no sports, no 
history, no travel, not anything that goes to make up the in- 
tellectual life of the ordinary man. 	From first to last it 
was the business of acting, the demerits of some actor not 
present, the merits of those present, the pursuit of woman 
and the unholy pleasures of indiscriminate sexual lust. The 
dominating passion of these people was a petty jealousy. I 
never heard from them a good word for a successful brother 
artist. I never heard them breathe one generous hope that 
other men or women would grow happy and prosperous. I 
never heard them speak a kindly sentence for one of their 
ranks who had fallen upon evil days. 	They were selfish, 
they were brutally abusive, they were ridiculously conceited, 
they were all geniuses held down by a conspiracy of manag-
ers, they were card and dice sharpers, they were panders 
to any man who had money, they were willing at any time 
to act the part of procurer or procuress for a cortsideration of 
drinks and suppers. 	I was rejoiced at the opportunity to 
study a type that was new to me, and when I got enough of 
it 1 moved out. 

I have met these people and their kind many times since 
then. I have seen them in Philadelphia, Boston, Washing-
ton, Chicago, New Orleans and San Francisco. They are 
everywhere the same. 	They do not differ in any degree. 
On the road they are slightly more restrained, for fear of 
corporal punishment or jail, but the impulse of gluttony and 
lechery is always there. Any keeper of a second or third- 
class hotel in a town that is on one of the big circuits is apt 
to grow eloquent upon the subject of theatrical folk if given 
the chance. They are noted for a brazen effrontery in de-
manding everything that is in sight and the laxity 
with w hich they regard a debt incurred. I have no doubt 
that the first man to let his valise down from the second-
story window of a hotel, slide down the rope himself and 
thus square his bill was the leading comedian of that sterling 
bit of humor, "Hot Times in the Tenderloin." Meantime 
the soubrette, who was another man's wife, was waiting for 
him outside and they went away together. 

I do not know that the baleful fire of unchaste amour runs 
more fiercely in the veins of stage people. 	I only know 
that they give it more of a free field. You sometimes hear 
some bar-room comedian and booze recitationist, who draws 
a hamfatter's salary in a continuous vaudeville, declare to 
half drunken listeners that there are good women on the 
stage. So there are—some. But they are so rare that when they 
are found they shine like the jewel in the Ethiop's ear. It 
would be within the bounds of truth to say that for every 
virtuous woman behind the foot-lights there are ten prosti-
tutes. Even those who try to keep their feet from the mire 
and succeed are given no credit for chastity by their fellow 
professionals. One night, in my never to be forgotten German 
hotel, I was assured by a thing in loud-patterned trousers 
and a snow-white overcoat with deep black collar and cuffs, 
that he knew Emma Abbott, then dead, was unfaithful to her 
husband, Eugene Wetherell, also dead. 	This was spoken 
of "honest little Emma." A purer woman never lived. I 
knew that he was lying and told him so, but he was ready 
with a tale of time, place and circumstance and brazened it 
out. In like manner I have been told tales of Mary An-
derson and 11odjeska and Viola Allen—all of them lies. They 
were the tributes which my gentle friends, male and female, 
paid to success in their beautiful but risky profession. 

It is not to be wondered that women who go on the stage 
lose their virtue. The wonder is that some of them preserve 
it, in spite of the life they lead and the company they are 
forced to keep. To begin with, most of them, when they 
enter upon this career, are young. They are severed from 
home influences. 	The very talents that they possess ren- 

der them susceptible to adulation and applause. They 
keep late hours. They are thrown constantly with conscience- 
less males. 	They breathe an atmosphere of excitement. 
If they display unusual capabilities, they are intoxicated 
nightly with the deep, rich, moving roar of high acclaim. 
Their nerves need bracing and they take to late suppers and 
champagne with absinthe in the mornings. From the wo-
man who drinks to the woman who falls is not a far cry. I 
once asked Lizzie Annandale, the contralto, to tell me why 
so many stage girls surrendered their most precious posses-
sion within a year after their first night behind the scenes. 
She was a frank old party, willing to talk to a friend. 

"Aw," she said, "that's easy. 	Women are only human. 
The girls are cut off from association with decent people. 
They have to live with stage folks. 	Society is barred to 
them. Stage men marry only when they can't help it. The 
girl must have somebody to look after her, some man to see 
that her trunks are checked, that she gets a decent seat in a 
crowded train, that she doesn't get the worst of it all around. 
A man expects pay of some kind and she .hasn't anything to 
give except herself. That is what he wants. Take our own 
company, for instance. 	We are carrying twenty chorus 
girls. 	We are bound for the southern circuit. 	After we 
play New Orleans we play Texas. After we leave Texas 
we make a jump straight across the continent to 'Frisco. 
The girls don't get wages enough to .- nable them to take 
berths in the sleepers. They will be forced to herd day and 
night in the other coaches with the men. You will see the 
chorus people, male and female, asleep two and two on the 
seats. 	The exhausted woman's head rests on the shoulder 
of her companion, the man's arm around her to hold her 
steady. What do you suppose happens when a. thing like that 
is kept up for awhile? 	Aw! W'at t' ell." 

Despite the constant efforts of the classes mentioned in 
the opening paragraph of this story, the American stage is not 
being elevated to any extent. 	It is steadily sinking lower. 
Year after year its plays grow worse, its players more reck- 
less and debased. 	This, it has been said, is the fault of the 
public and, to a great extent, this is so. The rranagers are 
in the business for money. They give the people that which 
the people will pay tc see. Nobody cares anything for trag- 
edy any longer. 	Stage classics have become stage stale- 
nesses. 	Shakespeare is out of date. 	"The Gaiety Girls," 
"In Gay New York," "The Merry World," Hoyt's buffoon-
eries, "probiem plays," social eroticisms have become the 
rage. Translations from the French, with all of the French 
immorality reduced to English grossness, pack the thea-
tres. In New York a manager named Doris put on a panto-
mime which represented the scene in a bridal chamber. The 
police closed it up after half the baldheaded men and nearly 
all of the boys in town had seen it. That pantomime, I un-
derstand, is now drawing crowded houses in Chicago, hav-
ing been introduced to the citizens of the western metropolis 
by Sam jack of "Adamless Eden" fame. Continuous per, 
formances are proving mines of gold for their conductors 
and in the continuous performance the vulgar song and ribald 
jest meet with readiest applause. Your wife or your daugh-
ter, who goes clOwn town for her morning shopping, gets 
lunch with a glass of absinthe, drops into the continuous 
show for an hour and comes home with memories in her 
little head of a song which should be interdicted by law, 
or of a dialogue that ought to land the speakers in jail, or of 
Hope Booth, posing in imitation nudity as Venus Aphrodite, 
of some beefy actor, also an imitation nude, as Ajax defying 
the lightning, or Antinous, facing the audience full front 
without a stick of clothing on him. That is pleasant for the 
wife and (laughter, but how about you? You do not look 
anything like Ajax and your daughter's brothers bear no re-
semblance to Antinous. 

Thousands of men and women are actors and actresses, but 
they do not differ in type. They are to be recognized any-
where in any crowd. Hundreds of thousands of dollars are 
invested in the business, and it is the business of the owners 
to make them pay. The public wants filth and it gets it. The 
plays given to patrons have only the purpose to make money. 
They are not written to educate, to uplift, to ennoble. The 
men who make them look only to the collection of their 
royalties. The best play of the year is Gillette's "Secret Ser-
vice." It is trifling. It does not teach anything. It incul-
cates no moral. It does not deviate in any way from the 
well know "war play." In these plays there is always some 
snipe of a federal lieutenant, who gets shot in the heel, or 
under his coat tail or somewhere behind, and is quartered on 
the family of a southern planter, and the daughter falls in 
love with him, and her brother is in the Confederate army, 
and there is a whole lot of trouble and everything comes out 
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all right in the end. Gillette's hero is a Federal spy in-
stead of a lieutenant, but that is about the only difference. 
I imagine that he must have been many times to see Bronson 
Howard's "Shenandoah," whose favorite novelist in turn, 
I think, must have been E. P. Roe, of "Barriers Burned 
Away." The next success, it is supposed, will be something 
on the line of Ms. Howard's "Aristocracy." This play, its 
author assures us, was written to demonstrate the danger that 
lies in an American girl marrying an European nobleman. 
Instead, it administers a solar plexus blow to American wom-
anhood. The heroine marries a German prince, merely be-
cause he is a Prince, discarding her honest and true lover 
in a scoundrelly fashion, while her beautiful stepmother 
comes within an ace of surrendering her person to her son-
in-law, and is prevented only by the inopportune arrival of 
her idiotic husband. It is all very "elevating," and a good 
thing to take your wife and daughter to see. 

We arrive at this formula: The American stage is debas-
ing; American stage people are dead beats and women of 
scarlet. There are exceptions, but they only prove the rule. 
The business is Jew-ridden. They do not act, but they 
handle the dollars. Everybody knows that your Jew drummer 
and your Jew theatrical manager are incapable of anything 
sexually wrong. The big syndicate which has its home in this 
city and is endeavoring to control the theatric business of 
more than haif the country is composed of Jews. One of 
them is an undersized Silenus named Erlanger, who used to 
be a pensioner upon the personal and mental abilities of 
the ill-fated Louise Balfe and repaid her for her bread and 
favors by brutally assaulting her in Arkansas. 

Yea, Brother Iconoclast, the 2x4 newspaper men and the 
sensational preachers and the prurient prudes who write novels 
and the unfructified old maids and the narrow-beamed self-
elected evangelists are talking, but they do not elevate the 
American stage to any great extent. It bids fair to remain 
the same excellent school of preparation for the penitentiary 
and the bagnio. 

New York, November 20, 1897. 

"THE CHRISTIAN." 

By Julia Truitt Bishop. 

I F ONE may judge by the effect it has produced in arous-
ing a storm of criticism, the book of the year is un-
doubtedly "The Christian," by Hall Caine. Not only 
the book of the year, perhaps, but of more years than 

one cares to count; for of books worth reading or re-
membering there has been the fewest number within these 
latter days. And it must be conceded, in the beginning, that 
Hall Caine has written a book—a live book—and that no one 
will dissect it without finding blood on his rapier's point. 

As for the critics themselves, they have had much to say, 
after their fashion, and have wasted vast quantities of good 
ink in giving the author of "The Christian" meanings which 
he never meant. One of them has found that John Storm 
was intended to represent Christ himself, come back to earth 
in this most unbelieving Nineteenth century; a construction 
which seems to have been as far as possible from anything 
that was in the novelist's thoughts. Another finds the plot 
weak and the motif—it is the custom to use French in this con-
nection—strained; and can endure nothing in the book but 
Glory, who is "altogether delightful."' 	Still another is fur- 
ious because of the "nurses' ball," and thinks it a reflection 
upon the whole sisterhood of trained nurses; and there are 
others who cannot recover from that still further insult to the 
sisterhood conveyed in the fact that Polly was a nurse. 

I have read the criticisms—all I could find—with weariness 
of spirit, and have felt that the real meaning of the author 
lay deeper than any of these shallow comments could reach. 
What difference does it make whether Polly was or was not 
a trained nurse 	The real thing at issue was this—that she 
was a woman, ruined and played with and tossed aside. For 
this book is, above all, an earnest book, with bitter protest 
and lofty purpose running through it, and in such a light as 
this the paltry errors sink into nothingness. Hall Caine has 
had something to say to the world, and has said it. The world 
has waited long enough for a writer with a message. When it 
comes, let the space-writers and all the horde of small spirits 
retire for a little while, or go on sounding the praises of this 
or that "society novel" by Mrs. Van Kordtland Van Kordt-
land, or other of that ilk. 

And while there may he lay-figures in the book, as has been 
charged, the people around whom the interest centers are so 
terribly real that they cannot stay in the book. They come 
out of it, and beoome part of our lives. Glory is a vivid crea- 

ture, with her moods and fancies, her dual nature, with the 
one side of her in love with John Storm and his work, and 
the other side—and so much the stronger side, alas! in love 
with the world, and filled with merry, buoyant life. 	One 
follows her through every step of her course, and feels the 
moral deterioration coming upon her so gradually and yet so 
surely. 	Splendid, wholesome, Glory, pure-eyed and frank- 
hearted, going through the wild rout of music-halls and the-
atrical successes, suggestive songs, Derby days and midnight 
suppers; one follows her with dread as though she were the 
child of a loved friend, and finds the smell of fire gathering 
upon her garments. 	Nothing could so show Hall Caine's 
art as this. 	If he had written nothing else worth reading, 
Glory should make him immortal, for this sweet, wild nature 
is more a living being to us than many whom we meet every 
day. 

But the real character of the book is John Storm, one of the 
finest portrayals that the English language has yet given to 
fiction; a Christian, but not Christ. Nothing could be more 
human than this man, full of faults, and yet so earnest, so 
brave, so intense. 	His love for Glory is the dominant feel- 
ing that leads him into many strange paths, for he loves as 
intensely as he works; but above even this he is a Christian, 
and trying to do the work of Christ. How natural it is that a 
man like this, filled with enthusiasm and eager to begin work 
among the poor and the suffering, should find the shallow 
hypocrisies and shams of a fashionable church abhorrent to 
his soul. And the asceticism of the Brotherhood was as far 
from the possibilities to this man as long-faced and comfort- 
able hypocrisy would have been. 	It was the fall of poor, 
ignorant Polly that gave him his life-work; and the discharge 
of the girl from her position in the hospital, while the man 
who had accomplished her ruin remained a member of the 
Board which presided over the destines of that same hos-
pital. 

And Hall Caine could have given no more conclusive proof 
of his courage and his earnestness of rurpose than in-select-
ing as the motif of this book that outrage upon justice, that 
travesty on morality; the condemnation of woman for a crime 
that is readily igfiored or as readily forgiven in man. It is 
really such an outworn theme that the very mention of it is 
greeted with smiles or supercilious shrugs, and even lovers of 
their kind have grown apologetic about it. If any man like 
John Storm, fired with the best and truest principles of Chris-
tianity, steady of eye and bold of heart and fearless of speech, 
dared to utter such principles as his in any social circle of any 
one of our cities, what a consternation he would create; and 
here as in London he would be called a madman and avoided 
as an outcast. 	Yet what was his creed? "Let him that is 
without sin amongst you cast the first stone at her." We 
have heard it before, have we not?—but in leaving it out of 
our Revised Version we have taken care to leave it out of our 
practice as well, and are very busy casting stones, though in 
truth not one of us is without sin. 

The author of "The Christian" has loosed many a shaft 
that will surely pierce between the joints of the armor; and 
not the least of these is the story of a young girl's marriage 
to the abandoned young lord, the man who had dragged Polly 
to ruin which ended in suicide. We see such things every day, 
and it is not polite to call them by their names. 	For this 
is the bitterness of it; that ruin and disgrace and the swift 
downward road to hell are set by society before the 'eet of 
the woman who errs, while for the man who was at least her 
equal partner in crime there are cordial greetings, and a thou-
sand open doors—opened by women, alas!—and he may have 
some pure girl for a wife, if he likes, and go serenely every 
evening to a happy 'home, untroubled by remorse. 	Is it 
any wonder, with the scales so unevenly balanced as this, with 
a premium put on corruption among men, that new and ever 
new recruits from womanhood and girlhood are marching 
down into the infected quarter of our cities, and that the 
wretched army grows, and will grow? 

True, there are good women, here and there, making ear-
nest effort to "rescue" some of this miserable horde; and here 
and there one is gathered into some house of refuge, and is 
helped to give up her evil life. But even then, are the hopes 
held out before them such brilliant hopes? One goes back to 
her old home and her mother, and is thenceforward a marked 
creature among all the people who have known her, doomed 
to cold avoidance or impudent familiarity. 	One succeeds in 
getting work, of some menial kind, and must live a life of 
utter subjection of self and utter abnegation of pleasure. or it 
will be suspected that she has a secret longing for the old 
life. Many hide themselves in convent walls, knowing what 
kind of welcome the world would have for them if they went 
forth. 	If they could look over those walls, and could be 
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gifted with some far-seeing vision, they could t-ee the men 
who helped them to become criminals, abroad and at ease, 
riding or driving in the free sunlight, bending over jeweled 
fingers or whispering pretty nothings into dainty ears, as 
much approved by all the world as though their records 
were as pure as snow. Servitude or convent walls for one, 
even after she has repented; the world and its gaieties for the 
other, to whom remorse is unknown. No doubt the woman 
should be punished, and her punishment should be great as 
her sin has been; but one would like to see the man who was 
guilty, equally with her, at least avoided a little; at least made 
to know that there were circles of society sufficiently refined 
to shut him out. 

"The first stone." 	Many of these women have fallen 
through their adoring love for men, for whom they would wil-
lingly have given life itself and have counted it well lost. 
Wretched, sinful women, no doubt, but is that any less a 
prostitution which leads a woman to marry a man she does not 
love, whose very presence is repulsive to her? Yet that is 
done every day, to the music of the wedding march, with all 
the world there to see. 	If there be any justice in heaven, 
the unfortunate who falls through love is less a criminal than 
is the silk-robed bride who became a prostitute under the holy 
cloak of marriage. 

The first stone! The workers of all our large cities have 
among them hundreds of girls who are doing their faithful 
best to earn an honest living; who work long hours and en-
dure fatigue, and wear poor clothes, and surrender all girlish 
pleasures for the simple right to exist. 	Once in a while 
comes a lull in business, and scores of these girls are turned 
off. The employer makes no effort to learn how they will 
live, meanwhile, "Am I my brother's keeper?"—the old cry, 
many times repeated in these latter days. How subtle, how 
alluring are the temptations that come in the weeks and 
months of idleness; how inexorable seems the choice held out 
to these helpless working girls—starvation or infamy. It 
takes so long to starve, and life, affer all, is sweet; so they 
make their choice, shrirking from death while age is still so 
far away, and hope is bounding in the pulses; and having so 
chosen are shut out from hope forever more. Yet there are 
items in the society columns of the morning papers only too 
often, which, if the truth could stand out through the flattering 
lines, would tell how this or that fashionable girl has sold 
herself for money, her mother standing by well pleased and all 
her five hundred friends sending presents to commemorate the 
occasion. There was no bitter hunger urging her to the sac-
rifice; there was not the slightest excuse or necessity for it in 
any way. Which was the greater prostitution? 

And yet, women who have sinned these gilded sins of soci-
ety, or who have at least condoned the offense in their friends 
and intimates, unite in shutting the fallen unfortunate away 
from light and hope; and women of blameless life and pure 
name stretch welcoming hands to men who have helped to re-
cruit the army of the fallen and make them outcasts and 
pariahs in the earth. 

An outworn theme, doubtless; but there is enough in it 
still to thrill the heart and bring tears to the eyes. It is well 
for the world that a Christian, even in a book. has stood up 
among men and told them of their crimes, and has told it 
face to face, in the oYd Apostolic way; for we have come upon 
a Christianity, in these latter days, whieh is silent when the 
Magdalene is brought out for stoning, if it casts no stones 
itself. 

New Orleans, La., November 14. 

SALMAGUNDI. 
41•==IMIMINO. 

BISHOP WILYUM DOANE hath an abiding place 
at Albany, N. Y., a village on the Hudson where the 
peons of the political bosses most do congregate to 
leg for bribes. 	In his recent annual address to the 

clergy the Bish. lamented bitterly that the American "jingo" 
was provoking dear patient Christian England to put on her 
war-paint. "The English press," quoth he, "has been most 
patient." 	Yea, it hath—in the optic of ye animal ycleped 
the hog. 	For two years past nearly every English paper, 
large and small, has systematically insulted Uncle Sam—
bas belched upon him all the feculent bile it could rake from 
its putrid bowels, all the mouldy mucus it could snort from 
its beefy brain. Even the press of Canada—that Christ-for-
saken land of bow-legged half-breeds which continues to lick 
the No. 7 goloshes of old Gilly Brown's leavings because it 
lacks sufficient sand to set up for itself—barks across the 
border like a mangy flea-bitten fice yawping at a St. Bernard. 
But Doane would have America swallow it all—just as the 
Thibetans swallow pastiles made of the excrement of their 

Dalai Lama. The Bish. evidently has John Bull's trade-
mark branded on the rear elevation of his architecture. So 
Hingland is growing blawsted tired of our Hawmewikan 
himpudence. Aw! Vewy likely, doncherknow. But we 
shoved it down the old harlot's throat twice with the business 
end of a bayonet, and we'll fill her pod again with the same 
provender whenever she passes her plate. Doane ought to 
amputate his ears and send them to the British monarch to 
be used as door-mats. 

* * * 
My old friend, Major-General Whistletrigger Vanderhurst 

of the Amazonian Guard, minister plenipotentiary and envoy 
extraordinary of the Gal-Dal. News, has just run a superb 
"scoop" on all his contemporaries. 	He rustled out one 
morning all by his lone self and discovered that prosperity 
had arriv—that every Texan afflicted with chronic hustle 
hath greenbacks to burn, and blue yarn socks galore stuffed 
to the bursting point with "yellow boys," while ye farmer sim. 
ply slings the silver dollar of our sires at marauding black- 
birds. 	Whistletrigger turns up his patrician nose at all 
"pessimists" and broadly intimates that the man who hasn't 
a notw silk cady, seventeen pair o' tailor-made "pants," 
silken nightshirt and sufficient provender in his pantry to run 
a Methodist campmeeting for a month, would starve to death 
in a Paradise whose springs run Pomery Sec, and whose 
trees grew pumpkin pies, hot weinerwurst and pate de foie 
gras. Texas, according to this Columbus of prosperity, is a 
veritable Klondyke bowered with roses instead of imbedded 
in snowbanks—a place where every financial prospect pleases 
and only the popocrat is vile. But I note with pained sur-
prise that the farmers are still selling middling cotton below 
six cents, buying bacon and wearing pea-green patches on 
the bust of their blue jeans two-dollar hand-me-downs; that 
I can hire all the common labor I want at 75 cents a day de-
spite the advance in flour; that scores of mechanics are idle; 
that there's no longer a wage rate in any trade; that the 
streets are full of able-bodied beggars, while merchants offer 
me 2 per cent a month for the use of a little money. I note 
that in every Texas city realty is being cast upon the bargain 
counter, while great newspapers are cutting down the pay of 
their employes. 	There's prosperity and prosperity. Per- 
haps Whistletrigger has been talking to the agent of some 
mortgage company, or to Colonel Hogg—who's making so 
much money compromising railroad cases with the Chollie 
Boy Culberson administration and suppressing prize-fights 
for $2500 fees that he really cannot afford to serve Texas in 
the United States Senate. 

* * * 
Because a young man was killed while playing football, 

the lower house of the Georgia legislature passed a bill pro-
hibiting that game under severe penalties. To be consistent 
the same body should now prohibit swimming because some 
boys are drowned, and 'possum hunting because some noc-
tural sportsmen are killed. Georgia appears to take it for 
granted that nature makes no mistakes—when she finds a 
man who's good for nothing else in the universe she sends 
him to the legislature to make laws. There's an element 
of danger in foot-ball, as in all other athletic exercises; but 
that is no reason why we should confine the youngsters to 
croquet, mumble-peg and finger-billiards, and allow the race 
to degenerate into a lobeliaceous aggregation of lollipops. 
That Georgia legislature is full o' goobers and red lemon-
ade. 

* * * 

Now that Henry George is dead, those papers and politi-
cians that were wont to abuse and misrepresent him most 
brutally are fairly falling over each other to do him honor. 
This post-mortem gush is sickening because of its insincer-
ity. If Henry George was not a great man living he is not 
a great man dead. If his economic views were fatuous while 
he was among us they are folly forevermore. I am not of 
those jackasses that delight in kicking dead lions; I insist 
that simple justice be done a man while he is in the land of 
the living—that we should not hound him to the grave with 
gross misrepresentation then try to make restitution by plac-
ing him among the stars. Henry George was a good man, 
but he was not great. He was an advocate, not an origin-
ator. He created no new epoch; he added nothing of im-
portance to the world's knowledge; but he did stimulate most 
wonderfully economic investigation. 	He was a thought 
compeller. He brushed the mold of prejudice and the cob-
webs of partisanship from many a brain. By so doing he 
rendered the world invaluable service and is entitled to its 
profoundest gratitude. So long as men can be induced to 
think there is hope for the race. Altho' his Single Tax theo-
rem will perish, it has served a good purpose. 
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* * 
The committee sent to Europe by McKinley to talk a little 

twaddle about international bimetallism has completed its 
alleged labors, and the net product is nothing—just Is the 
people knew it would be when saddled with the expense of 
this high-fly junketing trip to enable the administration to 
make a pretense of redeeming the kangaroo promise of the 
Republican platform. . The silver problem is not at present 
the burthen of my song—I simply rise to remark that the 
American people have been buncoed by this commission 
business. It was sent abroad at great outlay of boodle to as-
certain what was perfectly well known to every man outside 
the insane asylum, viz: that England, being a creditor na-
tion, would not consent to the remonetization of silver. Now 
let us send a commission to Europe to see if the water over 
there is wet. 0 Lord! how long will Uncle Sam consent 
to enact the role of a long-eared, pie-bald ass? 

* * 

It is said that Miss Rebecca Merlindy Johnson, editress of 
the Houston Post, and winner of the Iconoclast's $5oo prize 
as the most beautiful woman in the world, will be a candi-
date for the office of lieutenant governor. If this be true she 
can depend on the unswerving support of the Iconoclast. 
If there be constitutional. objections to her holding the office 
with both lily-white hands we will amend that remarkable 
instrument. 	I will take it upon myself to elect Rebecca, 
and ask no other reward than the privilege of dancing with her 
at the inaugural ball. She was my first if not my only love; 
and altho' she threw me over for Pinkie Hill, by whose re-
fulgent aurora borealis she was hypnotized, and took to 
wearing pantaloons in public despite my protest, she has 
since repented and given all her maidenly heart to me; hence 
it will be my duty and my pleasure to manage her cam-
paign. Rebecca may safely consider herself elected, and dis- 
count her salary whenever the Post gets into a pinch. 	I'm 
willing to do anything for Rebecca except pay off the mort-
gage on her paper. 

* * 

I am rejoiced to learn that the two factions of Texas Bap-
tists, after having for months past denounced each other in 
language that smelled of sulphur and would have disgraced 
opposing parties of Parisian gamins—after resorting to all 
the petty meanness of pea-nut politics to control the flesh-
pots—have kissed and hugged, slobbered and boohooed each 
on the other's brisket. 	"How sweet it is for brethren to 
dwell together in unity!" 	That's whatever. I'm glad the 
ruction is over, for it was becoming a rank stench in the nos-
trils of the Protestant religion. It was enough to drive an 
intelligent man to Atheism, to make him not only suspicious 
of religion but ashamed of his race. It seems to me that the 
Iconoclast should have had a reserved seat at the love-feast--
should have been forguv and slobbered over with the rest of 
the sinners, for it had not said nearly as hard things about its 
dear brethren in Christ as they had urged against each other. 
It might at least have been permitted to collect the tears of 
the penitents. 	That flood of brine, if carefully evaporated, 
would have supplied Scholz's Garden with beer salt for a 
century. And it all went to waste! Doc Hayden and my-
self were the only Baptist parsons who didn't get hugged. 
Hayden was made a scape-goat for the sins of both factions 
and sent to wander in the wilderness, and it was decided to 
no longer recognize tire Iconoclast as the official organ of 
the Baptist faith. It looks as tho' Hayden and I would have 
to start a little Baptist hell of our own. 

* * * 
J. Sterling Morton of Nebraska, one of those "village 

Hampdens" whom G. Cleveland discovered when raking the  

country with a fine-tooth comb in a frantic search for intel-
lectual insects even smaller than himself, says the Bryan 
Democracy is composed of fanatics, bigots and idiots. He 
must have seen that brilliant bon mot in the Chicago Inter-
Ocean. Poor J. Sterling Morton! Not being born_great, 
nor having the ability to achieve greatness, it was his mis-
fortune to have it driven into him with a maul. And he's 
never gotten over it. 	Had Cleveland done naught else evil 
he would have damned himself everlastingly by pulling this 
intumescent jay out of a Nebraska turnip patch to make him 
a cabinet clerk. 	I say cabinet clerk, for the so-called sec- 
retaries of the Cleo eland regime were merely stool-pigeons 
for the Stuffed Prophet. And now this erstwhile seneschal 
of the Buffalo Beast, this pitiful stool-hopper for the d—est 
fool that ever disgraced the presidency, turns up his beefy 
probo"is at the intellectuality of the Bryanites! If J. Ster-
ling Morton would only shave his head he could get four dol-
lars a day for playing What-Is-It in a dime museum. As 
an anthropological curio Oofty-Gofty or the Wild Man of 
Borneo wouldn't be "in it." 

* * * 

I wonder, 0 I wonder who that "prominent lawyer and 
sound money Democrat" was who got drunk at Charlie Corti- 
zio's in Austin the other day and toated Chollie Boy Culbc-son 
as" Texas' most distinguished son, the man who has done 
most to distinguish his state abroad" just a bummy little 
boost for Chollie Boy's anaemic senatorial boom? I cannot 
imagine who he may be, but I was pleased to se his toast fol-
'Owed in my pet daily by an "ad" for a tansy compound war-
ranted to "give relief from painful and irregular periods re-
gardless of cause." I hope that the "sound money Democrat" 
aforesaid did not overlook the "ad," as he was evidently hav-
ing a painful period and much in need of relief. I sincerely 
hope that lie doesn't get that way often. It is a trifle difficult to 
determine whether he was pregnant with a great idea or full o' 
prunes—wheher he needed a tansy compound or a cathartic. 
Poor Chollie Boy! his senatorial boom must indeed be in 
a bad way when he must fill old boozers with beer to induce 
them to boost it. 	But it is quite true he has been heard of 
outside the state—the Iconoclast has mentioned him several 
times. 

* * * 

I notice in one of the local papers that "Dallas wants Bay-
lor" $50,000 to $75,000 worth. Doubtless I'm a hopeless 
heretic, but I dont believe a d—n word of it. 	If anybody 
thinks that Dallas will put up $25,000 cash to secure the re-
moval thither of Baylor he can find a man about these prem-
ises who will make him a 2 to i game that his believer is 'way 
off its base. 	Dallas doesn't want Baylor even a little bit. 
There isn't a town in this world that wants it except Waco. 
It is simply another Frankenstein monster that has destroyed 
its architect. Baylor spends no money here worth mention- 
ing. 	Its students are chiefly forks-of-the-creek yaps who 
curry horses or run errands for their board and wear the same 
undershirt the year 'round. They take but two baths during 
their life-time—one when they are born, the other when they 
are baptized. 	The institution is worth less than nothing to 
any town. It is what Ingersoll would call a storm-centre of 
misinformation. It is the Alma Mater of mob violence. It 
is a chronic breeder of bigotry and bile. As a small Waco 
property owner, I will give it $i000 any time to move to Dal-
las, and double that amount if it will go to Honolulu or hell. 
There is no bitterness in this, no desire to offend; it is sim-
ply a business proposition by a business man who realizes 
that Baylor is a disgrace to the community, is playing Old 
Man of the Sea to Waco's Sinbad. The town could well af-
ford to give it $ioo,000 to "pull its freight." 

SOME ECONOMIC IDIOCY. 

A
CORRESPONDENT calls my attention to the re-

commendation of a commission appointed by the gov-
ernor of Massachusetts, to the effect that "all taxes on 
intangible property be abolished." He adds that, "'as 

much of the wealth of Massachusetts is in stocks, bonds and 
mortgages, this would relieve the rich at the expense of the 
poor." I would recommend that my correspondent be 
placed in a well-padded cell in a lunatic asylum and fed on 
Ladies' Home Journal literature. The idea that what he calls 
"intangible property" should be taxed is quite prevalent among 
the ignorant and a perfect hobby with the half-educated. No 
writer distinguished for economic erudition recommends lay-
ing a tax on notes, stocks, bonds and other such evidence of 
wealth. Such a tax should never be laid by a government 

A Denver party wants to know if I would kneel if given an 
audience by the Pope of Rome. I would be pretty apt to 
do so if such action on my part was expected. I would as-
certain beforehand what conduct was required, then prove 
myself a gentleman by either observing the proprieties or 
declining the audience. What would the Denver man do? 
Waltz up to the august head of the Catholic church, slap him 
on the back and offer to shake him for the drinks? Novalis 
says: "There is but one temple in the world and that is the 
body of man. 	Nothing is holier than this form. Bending 
before men is a reverence done to this revelation in the flesh." 
We, whose ancestors for so many centuries bowed, not only 
to the Pope, but to 2x4 kings and petty princelings, should 
not unduly exalt our Ebenezer—should not become so stiff 
in the joints that we prove ourselves boors by declining when 
in Rome to do as the Romans do. Were I to seek the pres-
ence of Queen Victoria I would observe all the court eti-
quette. 
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guaranteeing equal rights to all. 	It is class legislation —it is 
double taxation. This statement may not be at all palatable to 
the West and South, but the proposition is impregnable. It 
taxes both the lender and the borrower on the same property, 
and the latter has to pay for both. It must be remembered that 
such securities are not wealth per se, any more than a cook-
book is a square meal—they are merely evidences of owner-
ship. Let us say that I hold $io,000 worth of stock in the 
Illinois Central railroad: The road is my property to the ex-
tent of my stock—I am a small partner in the enterprise. It 
pays taxes to the state of Illinois, and to every county and 
municipality thro' which is passes. Having paid taxes upon 
my property in Illinois, where it is located, must I pay taxes 
upon it again in Texas, where it has no existence? If I must 
pay taxes upon my railway property, then pay it again upon 
the certificate that I own it and am entitled to its usufruct, why 
not compel me to pay taxes on my business block, then pay 
it again on the deed thereto in my possession? My certificate 
of railway ownership and my certificate of realty ownership 
are on an exact parity from an economic standpoint. Each 
is evidence that I possess tangible property upon which I am 
paying taxes, and I emphatically object to a double dose. 
Exactly the same principle applies to promissory notes and 
bonds. A bond is nothing more nor less than a note. Sup-
pose that I hold Illinois Central bonds to the extent of $1o,-
000 instead of stock: The corporation has borrowed the 
money of me and invested it. It is paying taxes as well as 
interest on my property in consideration of use. As the cor-
poration is using the property it must earn all the taxes, by 
whosoever directly paid, for I can earn nothing with property 
not in my possession. If I am taxed on my bonds I must 
"put it in the bill." just as the merchant puts rent, interest and 
insurance. 	If Massachusetts owns ten million dollars of 
Texas securities she has simply transferred that much tangible 
wealth to this state for us to tax. If the paper evidence that 
this property is located here be taxed in Massachusetts, Texas 
must pay the piper. 	Let it never be forgotten that a tax 
is but a toll and can only be taken of something tangible. You 
cannot get blood out of a ghost nor wealth out of a paper evi-
dence of property—the blood must come from real veins and 
the tax must be drawn from something tangible. It is a con-
travention of justice and a violation of economic law to tax 
this man's property once and that man's twice That the one 
is rich and the other poor does not mitigate the infamy—it is 
a fundamental principle of this republic that all men shall be 
equal before the law. Some years ago a howl was raised that 
reached high heaven that Jay Gould was worth 5o millions 
and paid taxes on but 75 thousand. Economic idiots gnawed 
a file because the ex-mouse-trap maker objected to paying his 
taxes twice—and charging his patrons with both the amount 
and the cost of collection. There are many abnormal for-
tunes in this country, but confiscation through taxation is not 
the proper remedy. If the governmental toll be an ounce in 
the pound, let it be an ounce in the pound, whether the citizen 
possess ten pounds or ten millions. 	Let every citizen con- 
tribute to support of government in exact proportion to his 
means. To exempt the man who makes $50o a year and place 
the entire burthen upon the man who earns SR= a year and 
upwards is to make of the first a political pauper. 	The 
graduated income tax, so-called, is a wrong to one class of 
citizens and an insult to the other. 	Let us tax all property 
once and only once: but let us see to it that unctuous old 
hypocrites like Rockefeller are not permitted to rob the public 
—that they do not build collegiate monuments to their own 
memory with other people's money. 

AN EPISCOPALIAN MISTAKE. 

SOMETIME ago a correspondent sent the Iconoclast a 
newspaper report of the "jubilee sermon" of a Rev. 
Mr. Reed, rector of a Protestant Episcopal church, and 
inquired if the statements contained therein were true. 

The clipping has been mislaid, and I do not now remember 
where Rector Reed is located; but I do know that his state-
ments, so far as I have investigated them, are arrant false-
hoods. He affirms that the American Republic is the handi-
work of Episcopalian patriots; that more than two-thirds of 
the signers of the Declaration of Independence and an equal 
proportion of our generals, statesmen and presidents have 
been members of that denomination. As the sources of in-
formation regarding the religious views of most prominent 
Americans are shamefully meagre, I was inclined to regard  

Rector Reed's sermon as a historical document of inestimable 
value. Being prone, however, to act upon the advice of St. 
Paul and "prove all things," I began a cursory investigation. 
Rector Reed neglected to give the source of his information, 
and to save me I could find but seven presidents, including 
Washington, who were Episcopalians, and now Col. Patrick 
Ford of the Irish World calls my attention to Jared Spark's 
statement that the Father of his country withdrew himself 
from the communion service." Jefferson, whom Rector 
Reed claims as an Episcopalian, was, as every school boy 
knows, an avowed free-thinker. The Adamses were Unita-
rians, Garfield was a Campbellite, Jackson, Buchanan, Cleve-
land and Ben Harrison were Presbyterians, Lincoln was non-
sectarian, Grant and Hayes were Methodists, as is McKin- 
ley, while the religion of several others is unknown. 	Rec- 
tor Reed's other statements stand examination as poorly as 
that relating to the presidents. 	It is pretty safe to judge a 
church by its clergy, and the clergy of the Anglo-American 
or Episcopal church were tory almost to a man. As I have 
made this statement before, and it has been flatly denied in 
the Chicago press by an Episcopalian bishop, it may be well 
to quote a few paragraphs from an article by Rev. Chas. 
Inglis, entitled, "State of the Anglo-American Church in 
1776." Inglis was at the time rector of Trinity Church, New 
York, and afterwards bishop of Nova Scotia. 	His article 
may be found in Vol. 3, O'Callaghan's "Documentary His- 
tory of the State of New York." Inglis says under date of 
October 31, 1776: 

Reverend Sir: The confusions which have prevailed in 
North America for some time past must have necessarily in-
terrupted the correspondence of the missionaries with the so-
ciety. A short authentic account of them, and of the Church 
of England in general, in this and the adjacent colonies, may 
be acceptable to the society at this most critical period. The 
success of his majesty's arms in reducing the city, and driving 
out the rebels, the 15th of last month, affords me an opportu-
nity of doing this, as packets are now again established be-
tween this port and England. I have the pleasure to assure 
you that all the society's missionaries, without excepting one, 
in New Jersey, New York, Connecticut, and, so far as I can 
learn, in the other New England colonies, have proved them-
selves faithful, loyal subjects in these trying times; and have to 
the utmost of their power opposed the spirit of disaffection and 
rebellion which has involved this continent in the greatest 
calamities. 	I must add that all the other clergy of our 
church in the above colonies, though not in the society's ser-
vice, have observed the same line of conduct; and although 
their joint endeavors could not wholly prevent the rebellion, 
yet they checked it considerably for some time, and prevent-
ed many thousands from plunging into. it who otherwise 
would certainly have done so. * * * The present rebellion 
is certainly one of the most causeless, unprovoked, and un-
natural that ever disgraced any country; a rebellion marked 
with peculiarly aggravated circumstances of guilt and ingrati-
tude. * * * About the middle of April Mr. Washington, 
commander-in-chief of the rebel forces, came to town with 
a large reinforcement. 	Animated by his presence, and, I 
suppose, encouraged by him, the rebel committees very much 
harassed the loyal inhabitants here on Long Island. Soon 
after Washington's arrival he attended our church; but on the 
Sunday morning, before divine services began, one of the 
rebel generals called at the rector's house (supposing the lat-
ter was in town) and, not finding him, left word that he came 
to inform the rector that "General Washington would be at 
church, and would be glad if the violent prayers for the king 
and royal family were omitted." This message was brought 
to me, and, as you may suppose, I paid no regard to it. 
Things being thus situated, I shut up the churches. Even 
this was attended with great hazard; for it was declaring, in 
the strongest manner, our disapprobation of independency, 
and that under the eye of Washington and his army. I have 
not a doubt but, with the blessing of Providence, his majes-
ty's arms will be successful, and finally crush this unnatural 
rebellion." 

The Iconoclast is indebted to Col. Patrick Ford for a trans- 
cript of Rev. Inglis' ebullition. 	It fully substantiates the 
statement made by this journal sometime ago that the Episco- 
palian churches were, during the Revolution, "nests of tories 
and traitors," 	 1.....1414 
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GLORY OF THE NEW GARTER. 

By John A. Morris. 

A FEW seasons ago when Audrey Beardsli yism was the 
rage and Oscar Wilde a lion in "sassie y," gay plaid 
stockings in Persian or Audrey Beardsle 1 designs sold 
as high as $7.50 a pair, enough I should say to enable a 

poor devil like me to live a week. 	But this is not ail. 	For 
spring or June brides of the "swell London sa,..siety set," fine 
white silk stockings costing $22.50 a pair must go with a 
wedding gown and trousseau equally as extravagant, the 
climax of fashion's freakish ways being the rose-made garter 
worn over said stockings. 	Parisian society which smells to 
heaven in fashionable odors has now originated garters made 
of primroses, barebells, narcissus, violets and lilies, the same 
being worn by the ladies at balls and receptions in Paris. 
Knots of blossoms are caught among the thick flouncings 
and niches of the petticoats; and even the embroidered corset 
has its little bouquet attachment. The inside flounce of the 
most delicate evening gowns is made entirely of flowers, and 
the newest garter is simply made to conform to the general 
harmony of fragrance and color. 

The appropriateness of a flower for garter-wearing pur-
poses is considered according to the degree and strength of its 
perfume, the most highly-perfumed being the most highly ap-
propriate. Violets are in great favor, and are used for garters 
worn with lilac, lavender, delicate green or white costumes. 
Again, as American women love to ape the fashionable French 
society of gay Paris it may not be very long before in the great 
cities of the country we may not only have the American 
morphine fiend and cologne-drinker, but also the perfume 
faddist. Not long ago a Paris druggist communicated to a 
few French "sassiety" women the plan of perfuming the skin 
by means of hypodermic injections. 	The favorite distilled 
odors are violet and lavender. 	I know not how true it is, 
but I hear that this fashion is already being taken up by some 
of New York city's fashionable freaks of "sassiety" women. 

I have recently been engaged in reading two very interest-
ing histories, the one of the rose, the other of perfumes, in 
reading which I was deeply impressed with the fact that all 
the civilizations of the past, previous to their downfall, had 
their rose fetes, their festivals of flowers where luxury and 
license ruled, where effeminacy reigned supreme, their per-
fumed halls and extravagant balls and soirees. Before the fall 
of the Roman Empire the wealthy abandoned themselves to 
pleasure, luxury and licentiousness and such expressions as 
"living in the midst of roses," and "sleeping on roses" had a 
deep and tragic meaning. Seneca speaks of Smyndiride who 
could not sleep if one of the rose petals with which his bed 
was spread, happened to be curled. 	Cicero alludes to the 
then prevailing custom among the Romans of reclining at the 
table on couches covered with roses. Ah, my jeweled bud-
dies. there were Adonises in those days! 

When Cleopatra, the perfumed serpent of the Nile, went 
into Cilicia to meet Mark Antony, she gave him for several 
successive days a festival such as the gods themselves would 
not blush to participate in. She had placed in the banqueting 
hall twelve couches large enough to hold three guests. Purple 
tapestry interwoven w ith gold covered the walls, golden 
vases admirably executed and enriched with precious stones 
stood on a magnificent gold floor. On the fourth day the 
queen carried her sumptuousness so far as to pay a talent 
($600 in our money) for a quantity of roses, with which she 
caused the floor of the hall to be covered to the depth of 
eighteen Inches. These flowers were retained in a very fine 
net, to allow the guests to walk over them. According to 
Suetonius, Nero (the fiddler of burning Rome and the tyrant 
par excellence of the ancient day) gave a fete at one time on 
the Gulf of Baiae when inns were established on the banks, 
and ladies of noble blood played hostesses to the occasion. 
the roses alone costing more than four million of sesterces, or 
$ioo,000. As the hag Tofana was the inventor of a new and 
deadly poison, so Lucius Aurelius Vents was the inventor of 
a new species of luxury. He had a most magnificent couch. 
made on which four raised cushions closed in on all sides by a 
very thin net, and made of leaves of roses. Heliogabalus, cel-
ebrated for every kind of vice and luxury, caused 
roses to be crushed with the kernels of the pine 
(piffles maritima) in order to increase the perfume. 
Roses were, by the order of this same emperor, scattered over 
the couches, halls and even the portierres of the palaces were 
decorated with the same. 	A profusion of flowers of every 
kind, lilies, violets, hyacinths, narcissus, etc., filled great quan- 
tities of space. 	Gailien, another cruel and luxurious prince- 
ling, lay under arbors of roses sometimes varying the per- 

formance by reclining on beds of roses. Before her downfall 
Rome could spend millions on her royal tables, support the 
dignity of a single senator at $8o,000 a year, employ courts of 
sycophants and flatterers, impose taxes at the pleasure of her 
ruler, declare any complaint treason, marry her daughters for 
money and titles, employ notaries to attest the fatness of her 
banquet fowls, punish a servant for disobedience and trivial 
offenses with death while letting the moneyed thief and mur-
derer go free with a mild reprimand, and making slaves and 
menials of the profoundest philosophers. The dancer and the 
buffoon received the homage and the adoration which in the 
golden age of Greece under the reign of Pericles only schol-
ars, philosophers and artists received. Poverty in those days 
was a crime; so in ours! Augustine. of Rome was utterly 
ignored. "In exact proportion to the sum of money a man 
keeps in his chest," says Juvenal, "is the credit given to his 
oath." Verily, reader, these days at the end of the nineteenth 
century are greatly similar to those last days of Rome. Yoette 
Gilbert, the songstress of the vile, the recitationist of the 
vulgar, and La Loie Fuller, the dancer of the serpentine, live 
off the fat of the land every day. The songstress and the 
kickeress get their thousands of dollars per week, while "the 
poor devil of a workingman" must be satisfied with a dollar 
a day cash and barrels of unlimited confidence. Caligula's 
horse wore a collar of pearls and drank from an ivory trough. 
Nero fiddled while Rome was burning. Cleveland when pres-
ident drank his morning coffee from a cup worth $ioo at least, 
and went fishing at Buzzard's Bay while the ship of state was 
plunging among the rocks and breakers of bonded indebted-
ness. Conde spent three thousand crowns to deck his palace 
at Chantilly. The Duke of Albuquerque had forty silver 
ladders. The expression then, as now, was often heard, "the 
rich are getting richer and the poor are getting poorer.' 

San Pedro, Cal., November II. 

TWO OF A KIND. 

By H. S. C. 

T HE McKinley administration has been in power long 
enough to show that the only material distinction be-
tween it and the Cleveland administration lies in the 
fact that it is slightly more extravagant. That is a 

characteristic of the Republican party and no one is sur- 
prised. 	In addition to being the party of violence, bigotry 
and fraud, it is also the party of gay liberality with other peo- 
ple's money. 	In the matter of directing the destinies of this 
country toward a higher and better national existence there is 
really nothing to choose between Republicanism and Dem- 
ocracy. 	Both are equally unwilling and incompetent, both, 
d"spite the pratings of civil service snobs and snivellers are 
dominated by spoils, and the managers of both regard a cam• 
paign not as a battle for the betterment of America but as a 
battle for boodle. 	The McKinley administration has ap- 
pointed some negro postmasters in the South. 	This the 
Democratic administration would not have done. The Mc-
Kinley administration has played openly into the hands of the 
trusts. 	This the Democratic administration would have 
done secretly. The McKinley administration has enacted a 
tariff law which robs the people openly for the benefit of a 
few. This the Democratic administration would have done 
in sly paragraphs here and there, in the meanwhile declaim-
ing loudly against the unrighteousness of tariff barons. The 
McKinley administration has based its contracted currency 
solely upon the gold product. This the Democratic admin-
istration would have based, with almost equal fatuity, upon 
the silver product. McKinleyism and the Democracy with 
which the country has been cursed on two occasions since 
the war are six of one and half a dozen of the other. Practi-
cally considered, the main difference between Republicanism 
and Democracy is the difference between the highwayman 
and the sneak thief. This being so, the question naturally 
arises: What are we going to do about it? Nothing. That 
is, not yet. The time may come when the people will choose 
public servants for fitness and will demand that they keep the 
pledges made as a condition precedent to election, but it is 
far from us. In many of the years to come we will continue 
to build up an office-holding class that is now so utterly idle, 
incompetent, impudent and corrupt that the history of the 
world can shows nothing like it. This will be always so with 
universal suffrage. A government which permits the ballot 
of a man who has not a dollar's interest in the good conduct 
of the government, who can neither read nor write, who can 
not speak the English language, who is permitted to vote 
merely upon his declaration that he intends at some time to 
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become a citizen, will continue to be a rotten government. 
The wonder is not that the United States has had wars inter- 
necine and otherwise, but that it has existed at all. 	It car- 
ries within itself the elements of its own damnation. 	It has 
within itself the seeds of decay. Unless they are dug out, 
that which is now one of the worst governments under the 
sun will be no government at all. 

Chicago, November to. 

THE SAW-MILL CHECK SYSTEM. 

The Iconoclast receives frequent complaints from laboring 
people in the lumber districts of Texas and Louisiana, that 
their employers are robbing them by compelling them to ac-
cept orders on mill stores, where they are charged exorbi- 
tant prices for all they purchase. 	I have been unable to 
visit the lumber districts and make personal investigation 
of these complaints, while letters of inquiry have elicited 
conflicting evidence. 	The following statement by a disin- 
terested party, a gentleman of unusual intelligence who has 
traveled extensively in the lumber districts of the two states, 
is doubtless a fairly correct account: 

"The system of issuing checks to saw-mill employes, as 
practiced in some places, is, in my opinion, an advantage to 
the laborer. 	Each mill has a pay-day, monthly, and the 
checks issued at intervals between pay-days, redeemable in 
merchandise, pass current among merchants at par. You can 
buy as big a glass of beer for a 5-cent mill check as you can 
for a nickel, and buy it anywhere it is sold. 	You can, in 
fact, buy anything at any place in these townsfor mill 
checks. The merchants either use them in trading at the 
mill stores, which are large and complete, or they sell them, 
at a discount of 5 per cent to parties who engage in  build-
ing and who use them in paying for lumber, which is sold 
at the same price for checks as for cash. 	No one is re- 
quired to take these checks, which are merely in the nature 
of an advance payment on wages. Each employe can wait 
until pay-day and get all that is due him in cash. Many of 
the mills are large concerns with Ai credit, and being able 
to buy as cheaply as anybody, can and, I believe do, sell as 
cheaply. Such is the case with the Beaumont mills, and the 
mills on the Sabine and East Texas road owned by Beau-
mont parties; but as much cannot be said for saw mills at 
some other points. There are some saw-mills in Texas that 
never have a pay-day; they issue checks on the commissary 
and charge enormous profits so that the people who work at 
these mills are virtually peoned. 	A party told me some 
time ago that on the H. E. &. W. T. railway mill checks of 
reputable institutions can be bought for 20 cents, 3o cents 
and 4o cents on the dollar. I do not know that this is so, 
but I believe it. As for the mills at Orange and Lake 
Charles, they have no commisaries attached, but I have 

been told that certain merchants in those towns pay the mill 
owners to per cent on all orders sent them, and the mills 
go so far as to turn in each evening to the merchants the 
time made by each employe to govern them in giving credit. 
This looks like a fraud on the employe, and it is wrong for 
the employer to pocket money which should rightfully go 
to his employe; but he reasons that he has an established 
pay-day, and if his employes will insist on demanding money 
or its equivalent every evening and thus force him to retain 
an extra man to attend to the check-issuing business it is 
right that the employes should bear that expense. 	I be- 

lieve the mills at Westlake have commissaries, but I know 
the millowners, and do not believe they practice any extor- 
tion. They pay off in checks. They have a monthly pay-
day and if, like railway employes, these should wait until the 
first Saturday after the 5th or loth of each month they could 
draw their wages in cash. No mill at either place mentioned 
pays off in checks. You might roast such mills as those on 
the H. E. & W. T. referred to, as they rob not only their 
employes, but, by thus being able to manufacture lumber 
cheaper than those who pay wages, force down the price in 
the open market and compel the honest manufacturer to 
meet it." 

BRANN'S SCRAP=BOOK. 
25 cts. Newsdealers. 

Potiphar's Wife, 
OR 

The Story of Joseph Revised. 
REVISED BY BRANN. 

YOU WILL LIKE IT. 

All Newsdealers, Nickel. By Mall, 6 cts. 

On the Market Since 1870. 

Metropolitan Havana Cigars 
he finest and most popular high grade Cigar in the Country. 

Sold by all first-class dealers. 

S. JACOBY COMPANY, Manufacturers, NEW YORK. 

0 	aacnhdes oorr 
ppahiinnse 

 sleep
h  abitss.onOndnlyaphpoetmitee 

 good,
cure 

 no 
interference with work, guaranteed, Can re-
fer, by permission, to large number cured. 

Not a "gold" cure, or monthly treatment, but a perfect and 
complete home cure, by a new method, wholly different from 
anything before known in the treatment of the habit. Write 
for references and further information, to DR. PURDY, Binz 
Blk., Houston, Texas. 

Oyster Creek Plantation. 
About 65o acres Oyster Creek Bottom land, 150 acres in cul-

tivation. Railroad station, small townsite and several rental 
buildings all included. Terms of payment very favorable. 

C. S. PENFIELD, 
505 Kiam Building, Houston, Texas. 

TEXAS RANCH Cheap, 

100,000 ACRES veryfiuie grass land, fronting on rail-
road. All fenced and well watered, for 
sale at a bargain. 

Cotton and Sugar Lands for sale. 	J. R. JETER, 
508 1-2 Main St., Houston, Texas. 

TEXAS COSTUME HOUSE OTT:. 

Dealers in all kinds of Costumes for Masquerades, Theatri- 
cals, Tableaux, Parades. Also Regalias, Parapherna- 

lia and Uniforms. Full Dress Suits to let. 
613 Travis Street, 	 HOUSTON, TEXAS. 

We have large 
tracts of land in 
Central and West-
ern Texas, both 
improved and un-
improved. Also in 
Southeast Texas 

in the celebrated tobacco and fruit growing district. Write 
us for terms and prices. 

Wm. Cameron itf Co. 
Waco, Texas 

g 

7:1 

Texas Lands 
for Sale. 
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T. CLEVELAND, 
,. DEALER IN BEST.. 

Domestic and WIMN I Ifill0R8 lloil GIG  
Imported .... 	Ini n Ill 

1"vi 
4.0a Main Street, HOUSTON, TEXAS. 

W. T. Watt, 	J. K. Rose, 	E. A. Sturgis, 
President. 	Vice Pres't. 	 Cashier. 

The Provident National Bank, 
WACO, TEXAS. 

COPI101 SIOCR, $300.000.00. 	surplus Gild P101118. $40,000.00 

0. EWER 

  

Agent for Central 
Texas of the 

  

NOW Orleans 

  

          

          

          

          

          

HOTEL ROYAL CENTRAL HOTEL 
WACO, TEXAS. 	 BELTON, TEXAS. 

MRS. MARTHA McWHIRTER, Proprietress. 

Wholesale Depot with Waco Ice and Re-
frigerating Co, 

RATES: 	 Retail at Oberlander's Saloon, 123 S.3u St. 
$2 and $2.50 a Day. 	Good Sample Rooms. 
	  The superior qualities of the New Orleans 

3
Beer are too well known to require com- 

e: Fail itTIONRL 	fiNK, ment. 
WACO. 7 XAS. 

CAPITA $500,000.00. SURPLUS, $100,000.00. 
E. ROTAN, President. 	WM. CAMERON, Vice-President. 

Tom PADGITT, Vice-President. 
R. F. GRIBBEE, Assistant Cashier. 

HOUSTON ICE BREWING CO. 

FAMOUS MAGNOLIA 
BR EWERY. 

HOUSTON, TEXAS. 

The brand of the Magnolia Brewery is universally 

recognized as a sign of superior merit. 

PAT CAHILL, 
Wholesale and Retail Agent, 

Cor. 8th and Franklin Sts. 	 Waco. Texas. 

R, B. PARROTT, PRES. 	 S. W. SLAYDEN, TREaS. 

.. TRY A COURSE OF BATHS IN THE .. 

Health Giving Waters of Waco 
Furnished from Private Artesian Well 1800 feet 

deep; Temperature 103 F. 

The most complete Bath House in the United States. 
The most delightful Bathing Water in the World. 
Separate departments for Ladies and Gentlemen. 

Elegantly furnished rooms with electric fans in 
summer and heated by steam in winter. 

Since the discovery of this water, the death rate in 
Waco is the lowest in the United States. Guests of 
the Natatorium have free access to the Swimming 
Pool. 	 JOHN F. MARSHALL, SUPT. 

Menger Hotel 
SAN ANTONIO, TEXAS. 

DALLAS BREWERY 
BREWERS and BOTTLERS 

HICH GRADE LAGER BEER.  

DALLAS, TEXAS. 

W. A. HUMPHRIES, 

Wholesale Dealer, 
Cor. 8th and Mray Sts., 	Waco, Texas. 

ELFG \NT 

P110ToGRAPIIS  
In all the Latest Styles. 	..m111111111111111Mww-

Waco's High-Priced Photographer. 

SWIFT LINE TO 
Chicago, 

Kansas City, 
St. Louis 

and all points 

NORTH 
AND 

EAST. 
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ANNEUSEABUSCN BREWING ASSN 

The Lawlor Hote 

COMMERCIAL C. 
N. CORIN & CO. 
SUCCOSSOIS 10 J. V. MILL 

Dealers In 

in Wines, Liquors and Cigars- 
327 Austin St., under McClelland Hotel, 

WACO. TEXAS. 

When You Come to 

GALVESTON 
:.0 )°Z for t 

fail 

Galveston Beer, 
IT IS A PURE GERMAN BREW. 

Budweiser, 

Anheuser, 

Pale Lager, 

Red Ribbon 

Brands always on hand 

in Cases and Casks. 

Budweiser, Standard 

and Faust in Kegs. 

6, H, LUEDDE, 
Ma nag er 

WACO, TEXAS. 

If you are in need of 
a vehicle,write for our 
new 1897 catalogue, 
showing over 150 dif-
ferent styles of Bug-
gies, Carriages, Sur-
ries, Road Wagons, 
Delivery Wagons, 
Mail Hacks, etc. 

Parli8Oreocloiligo 
DALLAS, TEXAS. 

HOUSTON, TEXAS. 
FIRST-CLASS IN ALL ITS APPOINTMENTS. 

Opposite Grand Central Depot. 

9 	BEM AND sONOLARSNIP PAN AWAY 

ft shville, THE 	YOUTH'S ADVOCATE, N 
Tenn., .t n it ust sled turn.ti of sixteen pages. a 
„ per that is read ith ierest and profit by people 
of all ages, offers $100 in GOLD to the person who 

will form the greatest number of words from the letters in th - name 
s• Drani.rhon ." It also offers a free bicycle or a scholarship in Dr ng-
hon's isusine•s ollege4, Nashville, Tenn., Galveston and Tex irkan,, 
Texas. Send for free sample copy of p 'per, which will expht in all. 

ICE and COAL 

STORACE 
COLD ,!„ 

WACO ICE andREFRIGERATING CO 
T J. Fit 1N, Sec'y and Gen'l Mgr. 

GOLD 
6  1.,17.0.  

I DO NOT 
GUaRANTEE 

POSITIONS 

or resort to any 
misleading in-

ducements. 

AM THE MAN oT GIVE YOU Mr. Toby is a consult-
lug and expert account-

THE BEST ant, constantly doing 
work in the large busi-
ness houses and courts. 

BOOK-KEEPINC, BANKINC, STENOGRAPHY, TYPEWRITINC, PEN- He had 25 years pt aCti- 
MANSHIP, PREPARATORY AND ACADEMIC DEPARTMENTS. 	cal experii nce in N. Y. 

BEST METHODS BEST BUILDING. BEST TEACHERS. Send for Handsome Illustrated Catalogue. City, New Orleans, La., 
Waco and other cities 

Toby's Practicawl ABctisoin,esTsuCAolsle. 
the college work.

ge  before entering upon 

BUSINESS EDUCATION MONEY WILL PROCURE. 

(W. W. Darby, A. Ragland, E. S. Gause, 
Associate Proprietors,) Now eoneed, d to 
be the highest grade business training  
institution of the great Southwest. Ablest 
faculty of experienced teachers ever associated 

with any Business College in the South. Positions l•uaranteed under a written contract backed by skill, honor and 
capital. You can deposit tuition in any Dallas bank until position is secured. RAILROAD FARE PAID in full. This 
school and its faculty have trained more than 4.000 of the successful business men, book-keepers and stenographers of this 
and other states. Finest all-round penman in Texas. New Catalogue ready to mail. Write for it. Address. 

THE viETIMPOLI rAN BUSIVESS 	EGF.. Dallac. Texas. 

Recognized by the business world as the only 
great Business University of high grade and • standing in the South. Indorsed by bankers, 
merchants and other business men because its 
methods are practical, up-to-date, short and to 
the point. Actual practice and experience in 
banking, wholesaling, retailing and jobbing. 
Strongest faculty south of Chicago. Equip-

ments rich and luxurious. Five times more capital to sustain it than all others in the state combined. Time and again it 
has swept the field of all honors at state fairs over all others Its graduates always get the best positions at the highest sala-
ries because they know how to do the work. Address R. H. HILL, PRESIDENT, Waco, Texas. 
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A new style packet containing TEN RIPANS TABULES in a paper carton (with-
out glass) is now for sale at some drug stores—FOR FIVE CENTS. This low-priced 
sort is intended for the poor and the economical.t One dozen of the five-cent 
cartons (12o tabules) can be had by mail by sending forty-eight cents to the 

or▪  — 

	

	 RIPANS CHEMICA. COMPANY, No. so Spruce Street, New York—or a single carton 
(TEN TABULES) will be sent for five cents. 

Is it not surp'-ising that a remedy 
that has been the Physician's Trump 
Card for a century--his ace of trumps--
should now, for the first time, be so 
prepared as to make it possible to 
offer it to the public in a form availa-
ble for immediate use, and capable of 
being preserved without loss of virtues 
for a decade ?--or until the occasion 
arises? Such a surprise exists in 
Ripans Tabules. 
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This Journal is Printed by the Knight Printing Co., Waco. Texas. 
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