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HOW WE BUILT A TOWN.
THE SAME BEING FACTS, NOT FICTION.

Way out in Western Texas, where the Clear 
Fork wends its way,

And Uncle Hampton Cosper makes a million 
tons of hay,

For Uncle Hamp’s a farmer and he labors like
a Turk

—He does all the bossing and the hired men do 
the work.

Where the White Flat isn’t white, but is most
exceeding green,

And the distant Double Mountains add enchant
ment to the scene,

Where genial Johnny Skinner raised a won
drous citron “crap,”

There a prosperous little city now adorns the 
western map.

There Tom Penick chased the waumpus in the
days of long ago,

While others, seeking tamer sport, would chase
the buffalo;

There the coyote now is monarch, and he roams
about at night,

Seeking rabbits, quails and chickens to appease 
his appetite.

There history blends with romance in the now 
decadent past,

—Big ranches have all vanished and the coun
try ’s settling fast—

But that of which I ’d tell you, not a fact of 
great renown,

Just a few of our experiences in building up a 
town.



One day the T. C. railroad decided it would
move,

“ In the cause of agriculture and the country to 
improve, ’ ’

From the thriving town of Stamford to a point 
some farther west,

And to find a proper terminus some men were 
sent in quest.

Now came some sly prospectors “ just kinder 
lookin’ ’ round, ”

And exactly what they wanted was exactly 
what they found.

And nigh to Uncle Hampton’s, where the waum- 
pus used to roam,

They bought four happy farmers out of real 
estate and home.

And next the railroad people noised the news 
about

That this would be the terminus of the Texas 
Central route,

Then there was something doing all along the 
line,

For the country was a booming and prospects 
very fine.

Right away they went to grading on the rail
road and the streets.

And on the “high land resurvoir” performed 
some mighty feats.

Sure the road would be completed and the lots 
all be for sale

Ere the frost was on the pumpkin or the cotton 
in the bale.

Hither flocked the people from the north, south, 
east and west,



All with their pockets loaded and a craving to
invest

But nothing would be sold “till the trains could 
haul the freight,”

So the people had to “ hike it” or settle down 
and wait.

First there came the Hamiltons to run a big
hotel,

—If they hadn’t come so early they ’d have done 
three times as well.

Next came Mr. Turner, but he struck it rath
er hard,

With some planks and nails and shingles to run 
a lumber yard.

Judge Halbert and Lewelling came sailing in
one day

And bought two blocks of real estate about a 
mile away,

Then came Heath the barber, but no place 
could he rent,

So he settled down in “ Rag Town,” likewise 
in a tent.

Then A. Judd gently drifted across from As- 
permont,

With a stock of gen’ral merchandise to “fill a 
long felt want.”

Bitticks, Bales and others then joined the crowd 
to wait,

And the “ Rag Town” population multiplied at 
rapid rate;

But soon we all discovered we were in a sorry 
plight,

And for weeks and weeks we wondered when a 
train would get in sight,

For December’s chill was on us and we shiver
ed in our shoes,



iLach “ Rag Townite” afflicted with a bad case 
of the blues.

At last the road was finished and Armstrong 
drifted in

To rest himself a day or two, and then the sale 
begin,

But the people surged around him, and swore 
they wouldn’t wait,

So the Colonel shucked his overcoat and chang
ed his resting date.

That rush was something awful, as the Colo
nel has confessed,

When the hungry horde of buyers ’round his 
little office pressed.

And for days the rush continued as the swirling 
waters flow,

And the bank account grew larger as the lot 
supply ran low.

The lumber wagons rumbled, hammers pound
ed day and night,

And soon two hundred buildings were looming 
up in sight;

We hustled and we bustled and we hurried here 
and there;

We ate just what they gave us and we slept just 
anywhere.

We organized a business club and bought a 
gospel tent,

And several hundred dollars on the public roads
we spent;

Frank "Whitley sold the gospel tent to Mollie
Bailey’s show,

And then we had a rumpus for about a week 
or so.



We boomed the town and country too and 
nearly had a fight

Every time we ran across a blooming Ham- 
linite,

We loaded every visitor with facts and figures, 
too,

But I don’t pretend to tell you that was all to 
him w e’d do.

For we were full of faith and hope and sultry 
summer air,

And never did we hesitate our hope and faith 
to share

Especially when said visitor looked like a mon
ied guy,

With coin enough to pay the cash for anything 
he’d buv.M

We whooped things up, you bet we did, from
every point of view,

And bragged about a lot of things that we were
going to do.

Each fellow made more noise, of course, than all
of us made wealth,

But we garnered much experience and enjoyed 
the best of health.

Jim Burrows used to take the blues, and takes 
them yet the same,

For he says he played the sucker to another
fellow’s game;

That if he had that section back, he’d now get 
more than twice

For the land he sold for what he thought a very 
handsome price.

To mention all our ups and downs would be too 
long a tale,



And tampering with the libel law might get a 
man in jail,

But we had some great amusements in the days 
of which I speak,

—There was something cheerful doing fully 
seven times a week.

Bum shows of every character came drifting 
into town,

Admission just a dollar and we always planked 
it down,

And when the show was over w e’d declare it 
was a sin,

For a lot of common grafters to take us suckers 
in

But we had some sport par excellent—really 
genuine,

Something of high merit—most exceptionally 
fine,

Such sport as badger pulling, a strictly western 
game,

Though quite a lot of Eastern folks have tumbl 
ed to the same.

We used to do some hunting that was certainly 
immense

We always found the way back home by tear
ing down a fence.

The royal sport we used to have; ’twas over 
with too soon!

We never captured anything, but once we treed 
a coon.

Bitticks, Ray and Dr. Scott imported blooded 
hounds, ,

And then we chased the festive wolf a couple 
thousand rounds.



We tangled up with fences and we made the
welkin ring,

While the hunted wolf sat on a hill and took in 
everything.

We might have chased that wolf till yet except 
a country yap

Went and did a naughty thing—he caught him 
in a trap;

And when sir wolf arrived in town all bound 
with chains and ropes

We saw a chance to get revenge, and bouyant 
were our hopes.

The varmint had two broken legs, and sev’ral 
kinds of mange,

A very hateful, vicious look, an odor strong and
strange;

But his captor said he’d sell him for a price 
considered small

—Three dollars for the coyote, ropes and chains
and all.

We bought the varmint there and then and no
tified the town

That the morrow being Sunday we would hunt 
the demon down.

And on the day appointed at a certain stated 
place,

The people all assembled there to see the thrill
ing chase.

We loosed the vicious varmint, looking very sick 
and frail,

And soon the pack of yelping dogs were close 
upon his trail.

Off toward the cattle pens the limping coyote 
went,



With the yelping pack in hot pursuit until they 
lost the scent.

Right there the pesky coyote seemed to fully 
understand.

That he had the situation, just as usual, well in 
hand;

Then up the street he scampered, as coyly as a 
mouse,

Till lie landed in the middle of a certain chick
en house,

And while the hounds pursued him with wrong 
direction speed,

Fie stuffed himself with chickens of the domi- 
necker breed,

Then he made his exit, through Cureton’s pas
ture fence,

Nor mortal man nor baying hound has ever 
seen him since.

Though now we ’re doing business in a strictly 
business way

—Just grow a little bigger every week or ev
ery day—

We rock in memory’s cradle twin babies good 
and bad,

—The different experiences that all of us have 
had.

No matter where we wander when other years 
have flown,

Whether cottage, hut or mansion we may have 
to call our own,

Many pleasant recollections will cling with ev
ery man

That played his little role in the building of 
Rotan.



COMPONENT PARTS OF POLITICS.
SOME OFF-HAND OBSERVATIONS CAREFULLY RE

VISED,

The primary election is over and it grieves 
the Prophet to arise and enunciate that the 
country hasn’t been saved. With care and de
liberation I went to the polls early, voted as 
soon as I got there, after which I went away 
and concealed myself, and I can say there is 
great pleasure in being concealed while the 
mad throng struggles with patriotic zeal to con
vince some unsophisticated individual.

One of the men I voted for was elected, 
but as he was elected by a very large majority 
his opponents can’t blame all their disaster to 
me. I trust this one successful candidate will 
so conduct himself as to give me no future re
grets, for I have all the regrets I want out of this 
campaign. I stock up with a large and well 
assorted supply of campaign regrets every time 
an election rolls around. My political misfor
tunes have been a considerable drawback to the 
country. Prospectors frequently suspiciously 
inquire why there are graves all over the coun
try, and if the land agent is a wise and truthful 
man he informs the anxious inquirer that some 
of my fondest political hopes lie buried there. 
I must quit burying my political hopes and resort 
to cremation. This is necessary in behalf of agri
culture and immigration. Strangers don’t 
like to move into a new country and settle in 
the middle of a measureless graveyard. I have
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always voted for men and measures that I be
lieved right and proper, and the result has in
variably been such as to convince me that w rong 
is triumphing throughout our fair and glorious 
land at a very rapid raie.

I have generally lived over the result of 
election returns, but no man’s constitution can 
stand an indefinite continuation of such strains. 
Once I had a strong inclination to run for office, 
but fortunately I was taken down with slow 
fever and never made the race.

Some one has said that there is nothing in 
politics, but having caref ully analyzed the prop
osition I find there is nothing in this disgruntled 
statement. One pound of politics is composed 
of the following specific ingredients:

Color: Heavy dark conglomeration,
Odor: (See livery stable,)
Specific Gravity: Three times that of an

automobile collision,
Reaction: In every direction. Very dan

gerous.
Contents:

Honesty, Bare trace.
Gratitude, 0 ounces.
Regrets, 3 ounces.
Enthusiasm, 3 ounces.
Disappointment, 3 ounces.
Hot air, 2 ounces.
Sincerity, 1 grain.
Promises fulfilled, 0 grain.
Forgotten obligations, 90 grains.
Demoralization, 90 grains.
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Scullduggery, 
Sincerity, 
Pretensions, 
Rash resolutions,

200 grains. 
8 grains.

90 grains. 
1 grain.

Total, 12 ounces.
This analysis was from a common speci

men picked up in a community where a local 
political eruption had torn up the earth. There 
is a slight variety in the component elements, 
but no analysis or assay has so far revealed pol
itics that possessed wholesome medicinal prop
erties or where the dirt was sufficiently rich to 
pay for working except by corporations and in
dividuals engaged in high finance.

I have read this article to a private meet
ing of defeated candidates and it was unani
mously endorsed.

Mr. Williams’ gubernatorial campaign de
veloped into an immaterial incident, a spark 
that sped from the anvil of fate into the dark
ness of political night and then flickered, leav
ing no blazing path behind it. I suspect Wil
liams is a good, honest old gentleman, but as 
governor he would have been a tragedy to him
self, a burlesque on the state and a pitiable tool 
in the hands of the very men he honestly de
spises. For several years Texas has sorely 
needed a governor, but we need the genuine, 
demonstrated article. No more unknown 
quantities need apply. Williams has saved his 
good name and his blacksmith shop, which is 
more than he would have done had he been 
elected.

*
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A PATENT CHURN PHILOSOPHER.
A SMOOTH TEMPERED GENIUS OF MANY VOCA

TIONS TALKS SOME.

I met a fellow the other day that told the 
truth about himself. Just how long he will be 
permitted to run at large I am, of course, un
able to say.

Maybe the Bug House man already has 
him. I don’t know.

He is one of the brightest intellects, most 
complete failures and smoothest tempered, op
timistic, philosophic cusses that ever journeyed 
across the continent of life toward the jungles 
of the unknown.

He has seen and felt more than one man’s 
share of the things to be seen and felt in this 
life. Pie is the embodiment of energy and has 
taken his turn at most everything from spieling 
for fake shows to managing big but diverse 
business affairs.

I have known him as manager of a big 
sheep ranch, manager of a considerable mercan
tile concern, superintendent of a mine, proprie
tor of a restaurant, political boss and cashier 
of a bank. He is as honest as he is energetic 
and versatile. In short, he is an interesting, 
typical Bohemian character, not only in his 
mode of life, but in the matter of occupations. 
When I last saw him he was looking after 
the industrial interest of a patent churn con
cern. We naturally got into a social confab, 
and I finally took advantage of a golden oppor-

12



tunity to suggest to my friend that it was about 
time for a man of his natural ability, exper
ience and qualifications to attach himself to 
some character of permanent occupation and 
make the necessary provisions for taking care 
of himself when a snow white fringe shall en
circle his bald pate. For fully thirty seconds 
he indulged in what I mistook for a solemn 
meditation, but it was a reflection instead of a 
meditation, and the personal part of the story 
is that it was a reflection on me.

“You don’t know,” finally replied the man 
of many qualifications, “how it cheers me to 
get that advice. It confirms a suspicion that I 
have vaguely entertained for fully thirty-five 
years, but if there is anything that doesn’t help 
me to carry out a project of that kind it is ad
vice. What I most need now is some of the 
opportunities I have thrown away. The world 
has been good to me, and the people in it have 
never given me cause to rebel against mankind. 
If I have made a failure so far it has been my 
fault, for I have never been in a community yet 
where delegations of prominent opportunities 
didn’t hammer on my door. The trouble with 
me is that I have over capitalized my business 
with energy, watered the stock with lack of 
concentration, and wrecked my air ship of an
ticipations on the towering castle of big ideas. 
People used to consider me a fine business man 
because I wTas affable in any position and could 
with equal proficiency turn my hand to any 
kind of business. But I want to tell you that
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the real business man, the business man by nat
ural qualifications, is the fellow that knows an 
opportunity when it comes meandering along, 
and seizes it before it meanders somewhere 
else, and l  don’t care whether his business is
merchandising, mining, farming, manipulating

#
stocks, politics or selling patent churns. Any 
man should have a general practical knowledge 
of many things in order to have a thorough, 
mastering and utilizing knowledge of any par
ticular business, but his own special business 
should be the object of his special study, concern 
and concentration. The fellow that wastes the 
prime of his life preparing himself for everything 
is the chap that winds up with nothing but a lot 
of worthless accomplishments. I repeat that in 
my case I am altogether to blame, and but few 
people are not principally to blame for the fail
ures they encounter. A man is just as much to 
blame for tackling something that is impossible 
of achievement as he is for neglecting to prop
erly attend to whatever he does tackle. In 
business affairs I could doubtless have been a 
good farmer or sheepman, and in politics I 
might have been a good justice of the peace or 
county commissioner, but in business affairs I 
aspired to be a millionaire manipulator and in 
politics I had my eye on the presidency. The 
calibre of my imagination was entirely too large 
for my trajectory power. Small matters didn’t 
interest me, and small matters comprise the de
tails of success.

“I believe that all men and women should
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have high ideals, but a life of adventure has 
convinced me that the highest possible accom
plishment, the most natural sphere of content
ment is to be a sensible, substantial, practical, 
healthy, useful man or woman. Live right, 
think right, do right and die right; and it’s the 
easiest, most natural way if you’ll just go about 
it right.

‘ ‘Your advice to me to settle down isn’t 
good for several reasons. First, it ’s given about 
thirty-five years too late; second, it is wasted, 
and nothing that is wasted is good; and third, 
it is given to one that doesn’t need it—that has 
a more thorough knowledge on the subject than 
does the source from whence it comes.

“Say, have you got a cow? You haven’t. 
Well, you certainly ought to get one right away. 
Not that you particularly need a cow, perhaps, 
but you ought to have one of these churns. 
You don’t know how I crave to settle down and 
incidentally settle up a little. Nothing would 
encourage and help me along more than to sell 
a churn this morning. When I give advice I 
am always ready to deliver the goods. You 
should never give advice unless you are in po
sition to give the man a little assistance in car
rying your advice into execution, should he at
tempt it. I advise you to buy one of these six
teen gallon, ball-bearing, anti-friction, non-co- 
rosive, triple action, electric butter producers;
guaranteed to------ . Don’t want one? All
right, then. My advise is like yours, no good; 
all wasted.”
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CONCERNING ONE SAM COWAN,
»

A GENTLEMAN OF SOME PROMINENCE AND NOT 
INDEBTED TO ACCIDENT OR DEITY.

Some years ago Sam Cowan was practic
ing law in Big Springs, that is, Sam was living 
in Big Springs, had an office rented and a law 
sign over the door. In 1900, if the almanac is 
correct, he made the race for district attorney 
and was safely elected over two good men, and 
therein begins that part of Sam Cowan’s his
tory that is of concern in the purport of this 
article.

By his work in the campaign Cowan pret
ty thoroughly demonstrated his capacity and 
revealed his character. He made a hard, vig
orous but thoroughly methodical campaign. He 
left undone nothing that would foe of conse
quence, but what was of supreme importance 
and after benefits, he left behind no sting of un
kind words. Without doubt, and with due re
gard for the ability and work of others, he was 
the most vigorous and successful prosecutor 
that ever held that office in Western Texas.

Cowan is not an orator, nor is he one of 
these giant intellects we read about in such 
works of fiction as campaign circulars and par
ty organs, nor is he indebted to Deity or acci
dent for anything. Sam Cowan has made S. 
H. Cowan what he is. Fie has more than av
erage intellect and native ability, but he real
izes that he has none to waste, so he utilizes it 
all, and I don’t call to mind a better illustra-
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tion of what a young man can do if he goes 
about it in the right way.

As is true of all men who have achieved 
anything really worth while, many elements 
are comprehended within the character and ca
pacity of Cowan, and in their proportions con
tribute to his success. Fie is a tireless, me
thodical worker, a close investigator, strictly 
honest and never wastes his time with trivial, 
inconsequential things. The first thing he does 
with a proposition is to see what’s in it, and 
the next thing is to do what the result of a thor
ough investigation justifies. As district attor
ney he was not a promiscuous, indiscriminate 
prosecutor. Fie had no thirst for the life or lib
erty of an innocent man, and no lax, maudlin 
sympathy for the guilty one. When he went 
into the prosecution of a case there was some
thing in it, and he knew exactly what that 
something was and how to develop it. His ar
guments were usually brief, but always close, 
concise, thorough and convincing, and when 
the case passed into the hands of the jury no 
particle of the state’s cause had not been fully, 
concretely, effectively presented. He was a 
hired man, earning his wages and working for 
results, not a mere reputation, and by getting 
results he got both. Therefore, young man, 
observe the story of Mr. Cowan. He never 
fooled with something there was nothing in. 
He never fought till he got ready to fight, and 
he never did any sneaking or ambuscading. 
He always came up so loaded with facts that
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he didn’t need much law, but when he needed 
some law he could reach up in the top of his 
head and get it. He had stored it there for the 
case in hand. There was no secret about his 
work. It was the plainest, simplest easiest, but 
most rarely practiced of all processes. He got 
ready, he got busy, he got facts and he got re
sults.

As district attorney Cowan’s work had 
been for the state, irrespective of classes, in
dividuals, or special interests, but his work at
tracted attention throughout the country, and 
the Cattle Raisers Association found in him the 
very man they were looking for, not because 

' he was a spellbinder, an Apollo, an intellect
ual wonder or man of persuasive ways and 
powerful influence, but because he did the 
work and got results. Cowan resigned the dis
trict attorney’s office to become chief counsel 
for the Association. It paid a bigger salary 
and gave Cowan a bigger field. A bigger sal
ary and a bigger field is the best real estate 
bargain so far listed. At first Cowan didn’t 
consume a very great portion of the daily Asso
ciated Press reports, but he was busy. By de
grees he gnawed his way out of his trap of ob
livion, and began to expand, get noticed. He 
was still possessed with a mania for results, and 
there are few men in the country, members of 
the Cattle Raisers Association not excepted, 
who comprehend or appreciate the extent and 
magnitude of the work Cowan has done in his 
present position, and he’s still going after re-
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suits. His great work is entirely aside from 
anything he has done, or that has been done 
under his direction, in the mere matter of state 
court prosecutions. In the enactment and en
forcement of laws and putting in motion legis
lative propositions relating directly to the live
stock interests and indirectly to the industrial 
interests of the west and southwest he has done 
more than any senator, congressman or other 
government official, not because he has intro
duced, voted or passed final decisions, but be
cause he has initiated, advocated, presented 
and prosecuted. When he goes before the in
ter-state commerce commission to ask for some
thing, advocate or oppose some ruling, he takes 
along every fact, figure and feature of the case. 
When he goes before a congressional committee 
asking for something, he goes knowing exactly 
what he wants, why he wants it and prepared 
to prove the correctness, justice and necessity 
of the measure or action he advocates. He
doesn’t bombast, neither does he piddle. He
goes before commissions, committees and courts 
very much as a hustling drummer tackles a 
country store, with a complete line of the very 
latest samples, and nine times out of ten he 
gets a big slice of what he wants. He ha.s orig
inated and influenced the passage of several 
important national laws relating to the live
stock interests, he has been the power behind 
the throne in the matter of fully as many very 
important inter-state commission rulings, and 
he has been the aggressive factor in several im-
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portant federal court decisions. He hasn’t 
scattered his name to the winds, but he has in
fluenced legislation and secured verdicts of na
tional wide effects and benefits. His work, in
fluence and usefulness isn’t hampered by party 
limitations. He doesn’t have to truckle, dodge 
and pose for re-election. He doesn’t whereas, 
resolute, view with alarm, threaten, lose out 
and lament. He goes gunning for results and 
comes back with the game. Several reform 
movements might study and exemplify his sys
tem with great benefit. He represents a great 
industrial interest, not a vicious, speculative 
system, and while I do not propose to give a 
cash bond, in any considerable sum, for what he 
may hereafter do, I will guarantee the genuine
ness of the assertion that he has so far done 
more for the west and southwest than any man 
that has drawn a salary as national law maker 
from Texas, at least within recent years.

Verily, verily, the men who run the gov
ernment, the men who make the good and the 
infamous laws, are not the fellows who seek 
office. Cowan never held but one office of any 
consequence, and he turned it loose for a better 
thing, including a decent living.

ian—    —*— **

Joe Bailey has announced that he will not 
make another speech before the 1st of October. 
How very appropriate! Just about the right 
time for a killing frost. It is be to hoped, in the 
interest of the national ticket, that he will con
fine himself to local territory and foreign sub
jects.
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ABOUT DAILY NEW SPAPERS.

There isn’t an agency that is doing more
to miseducate, humbug, demoralize and mislead 
the people than the daily newspapers, and I do 
not confine the application of this remark to 
Fort Worth, Dallas, Houston, Galveston or any 
other Texas common rot emanation point. Let 
it go double across the continent in every di
rection. Back of practically every big daily in 
the country there is a designing, selfish, grasp
ing, unscrupulous, controlling power. Their 
chief mission is the debauchery of politics, the 
dissemination of crime and scandal, and pan
dering to ignorance, prejudice and superstition. 
Even the news service of the daily newspapers 
is rotten, unreliable and colored to suit the poli
cies of the paper. Everything must conform 
to the policies and dictations of the business of- • 
fice, for your news service and editorial fulmi- 
nations all have their generative force and rig
id censorship in the business department. The 
editorial policy is merely a sort of sweetened 
gum-stick-’em to catch silly flies. There is 
about it no element of originality, individuality, 
sincerity, and seldom a semblance of consist
ency. The news service is different from the 
editorial policy only in that it covers the field 
of transpiring events and must conform to the 
morbid cravings of a sensation doped people. 
Everything you see in a daily newspaper is di
rected by, or at least, must not conflict with the 
policies of men who could not and seldom at-
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tempt to write anything, and who have no in
terest in the paper and no concern in the pub
lic except in the matter of declaring diivdends, 
wielding influence and accomplishing purposes, 
generally of the most vicious kind.

There is no place on the daily newspaper 
for men of advanced thought and independent 
expression. These kind of men can only com 
mune with the public through the medium of 
magazines or individual publications. The 
story of Bryan, Watson, Lawson, Hubbard, 
Brann and dozens of others amply verify and 
substantiate this statement. These men have 
done more than every daily paper in the Unit
ed States in the matter of shattering idols, ex
posing fraud, making people think, acquire 
and exercise knowledge.

Their great work could not have been done 
through the daily newspaper, because their 
kind of produce smells bad down in the busi
ness office. It is directly and disastrously op
posite the policies of that department,

There is nothing deep, mysterious or su
perhuman about the management of a daily 
newspaper. It is a simple, presto change, now, 
which shell’s the pea under, proposition. You 
get buncoed and don’t understand it; the bal
ance of the game is simple, very simple; merely 
a matter of knowing how to operate it.

An issue comes up or a line of policy is to be 
followed to niolld sentiment and accomplish 
certain ends. The cold blooded, stiff necked, 
ignorant owners or directors have a meeting.
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Next the business manager gets some direc
tions. He quietly communicates with the edi
tor-in-chief. That exalted figurehead communi
cates with the editorial and news gathering 
departments, and there you are. Perhaps the 
paper has crossed that imaginary line between 
the Democratic and Republican parties, and in 
tearful tones turns its back to the party it but 
yesterday supported, but more than likely it 
has merely discovered some “vicious, Populist
ic, Socialistic” measure or movement, or some 
man that is dangerous, “a menace to the prin
ciples and traditions of the party” and must be 
defeated or all is lost. A new coloring flashes 
along the news service wires, and the great “ed
ucational medium” goes dripping its putrid 
slime and wafting its poisonous odors into the 
brains of its pitiable, locoed victims.

The process is very simple and powerfully 
effective.

The editorial writer on a daily paper first 
stands a civil service examination as to whether 
he has ideas of his own. It being satisfactorily 
shown that he hasn’t he is put to work. He is 
a versatile fellow, a mere human phonograph, 
and with a moment’s notice he can grind out 
any kind of music or noise the business office 
calls for. At intervals,'while the business of
fice is making up its mind or cogitating a new 
line of policy, the said versatile editorial writer 
may amuse himself with a few innocent reflec
tions on such subjects as the Merry Widow Lid, 
What Contributes Most to the Size of a Hip-
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popotamus,? Why does a Grasshopper Jump? 
Is Mars Inhabited? but at all hazards he must 
confine himself to something that means noth
ing, effects nothing and cannot possibly bring 
up complications. The staff news gatherer is 
the same character of all purpose, maleable ma
terial. He is always ready to meet any emer
gency that may arise in the business office. 
The local correspondents scattered throughout 
the country are a lot of unsophisticated laymen 
who get for their services a paper, an occasion
al jacking-up and anything that doesn’t suit 
the policy of the paper dumped into the waste 
basket. They are at liberty to write about 
rains, fires, killings, land sales, social events 
and local elections, but they must be very brief 
and careful.

When I see a man who swears by some 
daily newspaper I feel uneasy about him and 
sorry for him. Uneasy because he is liable to 
break his neck at any time while Sopping and 
floundering around in the shifting winds of the 
paper’s policies, and sorry for him because he 
ought to have his skull tapped to remove some 
of the superfluous warm water from the cavity 
where his thought works ought to be.

The daily newspaper is too corrupt to serve 
any good cause, too rotten to dissect, too im
moral to respect, too unreliable to believe, yet 
the power it wields is incomputable.

Now, sucker, tell me who is to blame and 
then see if you are 'not part of the trouble. 
And wouldn’t you be about the last to sub-
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scribe for and the first to quit taking a clean, 
nonsensational daily, one that didn’t truckle to 
party, serve schemers, boosters, corrupt inter
ests, pander to and humbug a fool public?

The daily newspaper is nothing more than 
a great accumulation of machinery and an army 
of hired men, serving the wish and the will of 
a few, grinding out dope for dupes, barely 
sufficiently sweetened with stuff of worth and 
consequence to make the mess palatable to a 
person of independent thought, reasonable in
telligence and passable respectability.

It’s a mere organ, and it grinds out a very 
low grade of rag time music. Each fellow gets 
his nerves unstrung by the noise from his neigh
bor’s organ, but he pays a handsome price in 
dollars, moral and intellectual detriment to hear 
his own organ play the same tune in a differ
ent key, calls it excellent, pure, perfect, and 
goes info paroxysms of enthusiasm over it.

How strange what fools these mortals be !
We may tirade against the booze vending 

hell holes, the miserable brothels, the gilded 
dens of sexual shame, the criminals of com
merce, the thieves of finance, the scoundrels of 
industry and the paltroons of politics, but the 
daily newspaper has ’em all skinned. It is the 
agent, the means and the medium of the mon- 
archs of deception, • debauchery and deviltry.

The independent thinker is the one that 
agrees and differs with great thinkers, and 
doesn’t concern himself about creed or nativity.
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A QUERY, BUT NO ANSWER.

Since I am so badly done for 
What the mischief did I run for?

his
R. R. x W il l ia m s , Blacksmith, 

mark

Nothing within the sphere of nature or hu
manity is mysterious except to the extent that 
you don’t understand it. Ignorance mystifies 
and knowledge simplifies everything.

This world is principally inhabited by peo
ple who hear with their bellies and think their 
mouths and see with their noses.

Never say anything about others that you 
would not have others say about you, that is, if 
you would give the others all the best of it.

Williams, the humble blacksmith, and Da
vidson may be men of very ordinary ability 
and common place attainments but they have 
done something of more than common place 
importance. They have knocked the insipid 
extract of lunacy out of the idiotic “custom” of 
not opposing any kind of old thing for a sec
ond term just because he got it once, or kicking 
a good man out because he had an office two 
terms and electing any kind of thing to take his 
place.
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