ISSUED SEMI-WEEKIY.

L. M. GRIST'S SONS, r_utiljsi:er_.:_}_ _

__g (.jm_nflrg Sewspaper : “Jor the Promotion of the Political, Bocial, Jgricultural, and @ommercial Interests of the People.

{

TERMS----$2.00 A YEAR IN ADVANCE.

SINGLE COPY, FIVE CENTS.

ESTABLISHED 1855.

G he Gentleman
From Indiana

T T T T T T TYTY Ty
3

e ileeae e ille ety B B B & 8 8 & s s 8 s
™

S By BooTH TARKINGTON

: Copyright, 1899, by Doubleday (3L McClure Ce.

:...‘ Copyright, 1902, by McClure, Phillips (@ Co.
o aaassas

Yesseseses

CHAPTER V.

HE bright sun of circus day
shone Iinto Harkless' window,
and he awoke to find himself
smiling. For a little while he

lay content. drowsily wondering why

lhe swiled, only knowing that there
was something new. [t was thus as

a boy bhe hud wakened on birthday

mornings or on Christmas or on the

Fourth of July, drifting happily out of

pleasant dreams into the consciousness

of iong awalted delights that had come

true, yet lying only balf awake in a

cheerful borderland., leaving happiness

undefined.

The moerning breeze was fluttering at
his window blind, a Loneysuckle vine
tapped lightly on the pane. Birds were
trilling, warbling, whistling, and from
the street came the rumbling of wag-
ons, merry cries of greeting and the
barking of dogs. What was [t made
him feel so young and strong and light
hearted? The breeze brought him the
smell of Jupe roses, fresh and sweet
with dew, and then he knew why he
had come smiling from his dreams. He
leaped out of bed and shouted loudly:
“Zen! Hello, Xenophon!”

In answer an ancient, very black
darky, his warped and wrinkled vis
age showing under his grizzled balr
like charred paper in a fall of pine
ashes, put his head in at the door and
gald: “Good mawn’, suh. Yessuh. Hit's
done pump’ full. Good mawn’, sub.”

A few moments later the colored
man, seated on the front steps of the
cottage, heard a mighty splashing
within while the rafters rang with
stentorian song:

“He promlised to buy me a bonny blue

ribbon,

He promised to buy me a bonny blue

ribbon,

He promised to buy me & bonny blue

ribbon,
To tie up my bonny brown halr.

“Oh, dear, what can the matter be?

Oh, dear, what can the matter be?

Oh, dear, what can the matter be?
Johnnie's so long at the fair!"

The listener’s jaw dropped, and his
mouth opened and stayed open. “Hir'"™
Le wuttered faintly. *“Singin'!”

“Yyell the old triangle knew the musle
of our tread;

How the peaceful Seminole would trergble
in his bed!"

sung the editor.

“] dunno buccome it,” exclaimed the
old man, “but, bless Gawd, de young
man happy!” A thought struck him
guddeuly, and be scratched his head.
“Maybe lhe goin’ away,” he sald quer-
ulously. “What become of ole Zen?'
The splashing ceased, but not the voice,
which struck into a noble marching
chorus.

“Qh, my Lawd.” said the colored man,
“1 pray you listen at dat!”

“goldlers marching up the street.

They keep the time;
They look sublime!
Hear them play ‘Die Wacht am Rhein.’
They call It Schnelder's band.
Tra la la, la la.”

The length of Main street and all
gides of the square resounded with the
rattle of vehicles of every kind. Since
earliest dawn they had been pouring in-
to the village, a long provcession, on ev-
ery country road. The air was full of
exhiluration; everybody was laughing
and shouting and calling greetings, for
Carlow county was turning out, and
from far and near the country people
came—nay, from over the county line;
and clouds of dust arose from every
thoroughfare and highway and swept
into town to herald their coming.

Dibb Zane, the “sprinkling contract-
bad been at work with the town

“Honey, hit baid Luck sing'fo’ breukfus'.”

water cart since the morning stars were
bright. but he might as well have wa-
tered the streets with his tears, which,
indeed, when the farmers began to
come in, bringing their cyclones of
dust, he drew nigh unto after a burst
of profanity as futile as his cart.

wief wie das Meer soll delne Liebe seln,”

bummed the editor in the cottage. Eis
song had taken on a reflective tone, as
that of one who cons a problem or
musically ponders which card to play.
He was kneeling before an old trunk In
his bedchamber. From one compart-
ment le took a neatly folded palr of
duck trousers and a light gray tweed
coat. from another a straw hat with a
riblon of bright colors. He examined
these musingly. They had lain In the
trunk for a long tiwe undisturbed. He

shook the coat and brushed it. "I'hen he
laid the garments upon his bed and
proceeded to shave himself carefully,
after which be donned the white trou-
sers, the gray coat and, rummaging in
the trunk again, found a gay pink cra-
vat, which he fastened about his tall
collar (also a resurrection from the
trunk) with a pearl pin. He took a long
time to arrange his balr with a palr of
brushes. When at last it sulted him
and his dressing was complete, he sal-
lled forth to breakfast.

Xenophon stared after him as he went
out of the gate whistling heartily. The
old darky lifted his hands, palms out-
ward.

“Lan’ name, who dat?" he exclalmed
aloud. “Who dat in dem panjingeries?
He gone jine de circus!” His hands
fell upon his knees, and he got to his
feet rheumatically, shaking his head
with foreboding. “Honey, honey, hit
baid luck, baid luck sing 'fo’ breakfus'.
Trouble 'fo’ de day be done. Trouble,
honey, great trouble, Baid luck, bald
luck!™

A ong the square the passing of the
editor in his cool equipments was a
progress, and wide were the eyes and
deep the gusps of astonishment caused
by his festal appearance. Mr. Tibbs
and his sister rushed from the post-
office to stave after him.

“He looks just beautiful, Solomon,"
sald Miss Tibbs.

Harkless usually ate his breakfast
alone, as he was the latest riser in
Plattville. There were days in the
winter:when he did not reach the hotel
antil 8 o’clock. This morning he found
2 bunch of white roses, still wet with
dew and so fragrant that the whole
room was fresh and sweet with thelr
odor, prettily arranged in a bowl on
the table, and at his plate the largest
of all with a pin through the stem. He
looked up smilingly and nodded at the
red faced, red haired waitress who was
waving a long fly brush over his head.
“Thank you. Charmion,” he said.
“That's very pretty.”

“That old Mr. Wimby was here,” she
answered, “and he left word for you to
look out. The whole possetucky of
Jolinsons from the Crossroads passed
his house this mornin’, comin' this
way. and Le see Bob Skillett on the
square when he got to town. He left
them flowers. Mrs, Wimby sent 'em to
ye. I didn’t bring 'em.”

“Thank yon for arranging them.”

She turnnad even redder than she al-
we 78 was @l answered nothing, vig-
orously darting Ler brush at an imag-
Inary fly on the cloth. After several
minutes &l'e said abruptly, “You're wel-
come.”

There wus u silence, finally broken
by a long. gasping sigh. Astonished,
he looked at the girl, Her eyes were
set unfithowably upon his pink tle.
The wand had dropped from her nerve
less hand. and she stood rapt and Im-

movable, She started violently from
lLer trance. “Ain’t ye goin' to tinish

yer coffee?’ she asked, plying her in-
strument ngain, and, bending slightly.
whispered. “Say, Eph Watts is over
there bebind ye.”

At a table in a far corner of the room
a large gentleman in a brown frock
coat was quietly eating his brenkfast
and reading the Herald. Ile was of an
ornate presence, though entlrely neat.
A sumptuous expanse of linen exhibit-
ed itself between the lapele of his low
cut waisteont, and an inch of bedia-
monded breastpin glittered there like
ap ice ledge on a snowy wountain side,
He had a stendy blue eye and a dissi-
patedd iron gray mustache. This per-
gonage wius Mr. Ephralin Watts, who,
following a calling more fashionable in
the eighteenth century than in the lat-
ter deciades of the nineteenth, hugd
shaken the dust of Carlow from his
feet some three yoars previously at the
strong request of the authorities. The
Herald had been particularly iusistent

upon his deportation.  In the local
phrase, Harkless had “run him out o
town." ID'erhaps it was beeaunse the

Herald's opposition, as the editor had
explained at the time, had been “mere-
Iy moral and impersonal,” and the ed-
ftor had confessed to a liking for the
unprofessional qualities of Mr, Watts,
that there was but o slight embarrass-
ment when the two gentlemen met to-
day. IHis breakfast finished, Harkless
went over to the other and extended
his hand. Cynthia, the waitress, held
her Lreath and clutched the back of a
chair. IHowever, Mr. Watts mude no
motion toward his well known hip
pocket. Instend he rose, flushing slight
Iy, and accepted the hand offered him.

“I'm glad to sce you, Mr. Watts."
gald the journalist cordially. *“And
also, If you are running with the cir-
cus and ecaleulate on doing business
here today, I'll have you fired out of
town before noon.  How are you?
You're looking extremely well.”

“Mr., Harkless,” answered Watts, “1
cherish no bard feelings, and I never
snid but what you done exactly right
when I left, three yenrs ago. No. sir;
'l not here in a professionnl way at
all, and 1 don't want to be molested.
I've connected myself with an oll com-
pany. and 'm down here to look over
the ground, It beats poker and fantan
all hollow, though there ain’t as many
chanees In favor of the dealer, and in
oil it's the farmer that gets the rakeofl.
I've come back, but in an enterprising
spirit this time, to open up a new field
and shed light and money in Carlow.

‘They told me never to show my face

pere again, but If you say 1 stay I
guess I can. 1 always was sure there
was oll in the county, and I want to
prove it for everybody's benefit. Is it
all right?'

“My dear fellow.” laughed the young
man, shaking the gambler’s hand agaln.
“it Is all right. 1 have always been
sorry I had to act against you. .Every-
thing is all right. Stay and bore to
Korea, If you like. Did ever you see
such glorious weather?”

“I'll let you In on some shares,” Watts
called after him as he turned away.
The other nodded in reply and was
leaving the room when Cynthia detain-
ed him by a flourish of her fly brush.
“Say,” she sald—she always called him
“Say"—"“you've forgot yer flower.”

He came back and thanked her, “Will
you pin it on for me, Charmion?”’

“I don't know what call you got to
speak to me out of my name,” she re-
sponded, looking at the floor moodily.

“Why?" he asked, surprised.

“] don't see why you want to make
fun of me.”

1 beg your pardon, Cynthia,” he suid
gravely. “I dido’t mean to do that. 1
haven't been considerate. I didn't think
you'd be displeased. I'm very soITy.
Won't you pin it on my coat?”

Her face was lifted in grateful pleas-
ure, and she began to pin the rose to his
lapel. Her hands were large and red
and trembled. She dropped the flower
and, saying huskily. “I don't know as I
could do it right,” seized violently upon
a pile of dishes and hurried from the
room.

Harkless rescued the rose, pinned it
on his coat himself, with the internal
observation that the red haired wait-
ress was the queerest creature in the
village, and set forth upon his holiday.

Mr. Lige Willetts, a stalwart bach-
elor, the most eligible in Carlow, and
a habitual devotee of Minnie Briscoe,
was seated on the veranda when Hark-
less turned In at the gate of the brick
house. “The ladies will be down right
off.” he said, greeting the editor’s cool
finery with a perceptible agitation and
the editor himself with a friendly shake
of the hand. “Mildy says to wait out
here."

There was a faint rustling within the
house, the swish of draperies on the
stairs, a deliclous whispering, when
light feet descend, tapping, to bearts
that beat an answer, the telegraphic
message: “We come! We come! We
are near! We are near!” Lige Wil-
lett: stared at Harkless. He had never
thought the latter was good looking un-
til he saw him step to the door to take
Helen Sherwood’s band and say, In A
strange, low, tense volce, “Good morn-
ing,” as if he were announcing, at the
least: “Every one In the world, except
us two, died last night. It is a solemn
thing, but I am very happy.”

They walked, Minnie and Mr. Wil-
letts, a little distance in front of the
others. Harkless could not have told
afterward whether they rode or walked
or floated on an airship to the court-
liouse. All he knew distinetly was
that a divinity in a pink shirt waist
and a hat that was woven of gauzy
cloud by mocking fairies to make hirc
stoop hideously to see under it dwelt
for the time on earth and was at his
gide, dazzling him in the morning sun-
shine. Last night the moon had leur
her a silvery glamour. She had some-
thing of the ethereal whiteness of
night dews in that watery light. &
nymph to laugh frowm a sparkling four
taln at the moon, or, as he thought. r
membering ber courtesy for his prett:

She fustened her rose in place of the
white one,

wpeech, perhaps a little lady of King
Louis' court wandering down the years
from Pontainebleau and appearing to
rluinsy mortals sometimes of a summer
nigln, when the wmoon was in their
heads.

But today she was of the daintlest
color, a pretty girl whose gray eyes
twinkled to his in gay compunionship.
He marked how the sunshine danced
neross the shadows of ler fair halr
and seemed itself to cateh a luster
rather than impart it, and the light of
the June day drifted through the gauzy
liat to her face, tonching it with a deli-
eite and tender flush that came and
went like the vibrating pink of early
dawn. She had the divinest straight
nose, tip tilted a faint, alluring tritle,
and a dimple eleft her chin, “the dead-
liest maelstrom in the world!” He
thrilled through and through. Ile hnd
been only vaguely conscious of the
dimple in the night. It was not until
he saw her by daylight that he really
knew it was there,

The village hummed with life before
them. They walked through shimmer-
ing airs. sweeter to breathe than nectar
is to drink. She eaught a butterfly
basking on a jimson weed, and before
she let it go held it out to him in her
hand. It was a white butterly. He
asked which was the buttertly.

“Bravo!" shie sald, tossing the captive
eraft above their heads and watching
the small sails cateh the Lreeze, “And
s0 you can make little flatteries in the
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morning too, It Is another courtesy
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you should be having from me 1If 1t
weren't for the dustiness of it. Wait
till we come to the board walk.”

She had some big pink roses at her
walst.

Indicating these, he answered, “In
the meantime, I know very well a lad
that would be blithe to accept a pretty
token of any lady’s high esteem.”

“But you have ome already, a very
beautiful one."” She gave him a genial
up and down glance from head to foot,
half quizzical and"half applauding, but
80 quick he scarcely saw it, and he was
glad he had resurrected the straw hat
with the youthful ribbon and his other
festal vestures. “And a very becoming
flower a white rose Is,"” she continued,
“though I am a bold girl to be blarney-
Ing with a young gentleman I met no
longer ago than last night."”

“But why shouldn't you blarney with
a gentleman when you began by sav-
ing his life?" e

“HEspecially when the gentleman had
the politeness to gallop about the coun-

ty with me tucked under his arm.”
She stood stilland laughed sortry, but

consummately, and her eyes closed
tight with the mirth of it. She had
taken one of the roses from her walst,
and as she stood holding it by the long
stem Its cool petals lightly pressed her
lips.

“You may have it—In exchange,"” she
said. He bent down to her, and she
fastened her rose in place of the white
one in his cont. She did not ask him,
directly or indirectly, who had put the
white one there for him. She knew by
the way it was pinned that he had
done It himself. “Who is it that ev'ry
morning brings me these lovely flow-
ers?" she burlesqued as he bent over
her.

“Mr. Wimby,” be returned. *“I will
point him out to you. You must see
bim and Mr. Bodeffer, who Is the old-
est inhabitant and the crossest of Car-
low."

“WIll you present them to me?”

“No; they might talk to you and
take some of my time with you away
from me,” | »,

Her eyes sparkled into his for the
merest fractfon of a second, and she
laughed. Then she dropped his lapel,
and they proceeded. She did not put
the white rose Iin her belt, but carried
it.

The square was heaving with a jos-
tling, moving, good natured, happy und
constantly Increasing crowd that over-
floweidl on Main street in both direc-
tions and whose good nature augment-
ed In the ratio that its size increased.
The streets were a kaleldoscope of
many colors, ap’ every window open-
ing on Main street or the square was
filled with eager faces. By 9 o'clock
all the windows of the courthouse in
the center of the square were occupled.
Here most of the damsels congregated
to enjoy the spectacle of the parade,
and their swains attended, posted at
colgns of less vantage behind the la-
dies. Some of the faces that peeped
from the windows of the dark, old,
shady courthouse were pretty, and
some of them were not pretty, but near-
Iy all of them were rosy cheeked, and
all were pleasant to see because of the
zood cheer they kept.

[ere and there, nlong the sidewall
below, a father worked hisway through
the throng. a licorice bednubed cherub
m one arm, his cont (borne with long
snough) on the other, followed by a
mother, with the other children hang-
Ing to ber skirts and tagging exasper-
atingly behind, bolding red and blue
toy balloons and delectable candy
batons of spiral striped peppes:aint in
tightly closed, sadly sticky fingers. A
thousand cries rent the air—the stroll-
ing mountebanks and gypsying booth
merchants, the peanut venders, the
boys with pulm leaf fans for sale, the
candy sellers, the popcorn peddlers, the
Ttalian with the toy balloons that float
lke a cluster of colored bublles above
the heads of the crowd and the bal-
loons that wall like a baby; the red
lemonade man, shouting in the shrill
voice that reaches everywhere and en-
dures forever: “Lemo'! Lemo'! Five
a glass! Ice cole lemo'! Five cents, a
nickel, a balf a dime, the twentieth-
potofadollah! Lemo’! Ice ccle lemo'!”
—all the vociferating harbingers of the
circus erying their wares. Timid
youths in shoes covered with dust
through which the morning polish but
dimly shone and unalterably hooked
by the arm to blushing maidens bought
recklessly of peanuts, of candy, of pop-
corn, of all known sweetmeats, per-
chance, and forced thelr way to the
lemonade stands, and there, all shyly,
silently sipped the crimson stained am-
brosin., LEverywhere the hawkers din-
ned, and everywhere was heard the
plaintive squawk of the toy balloon.

TO BE CONTINUED.
The Customs o' the Country,

There was once a Newfoundland fish-
erman—he chanced to Le a Catholie—
who In old age came to die. Ile bad
Yved in debt all his life awd, no doubt,
had never once given his whole cateh
to the dealer who supplied him. but
had wrongfully slipped many a quintal
over the side of a rival schooner and
traded it out on the spot.

“Send for Fawther Rafferty.”
said. “Send immediate!”

He wanted to confess his sins, to
be shriven and to depart in peace, but
his old priest had been transferred to
Trinity Bay. A young man. just back
from Rome, was now the spiritual
head of the parish,

“Sure, 'tls Fawther Codlin.”
told him.

“Non, noa!" the old man protested.
“Fawther Codlin's a fine young man—
a clever young man, I doubt me not,
but 'tls old Fawther Rafferty 1 wants
t' hear me confession.”

“An' why?" they asked.

“Sure,” the dying man gasped. “he
knows the customs o' the country.”'—
Norman Dunean In World's Work.
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34" If people knew what the future
had In store for theus the chief charm
of existence would be lost.—New York
Press.

Risccllancous géadin_ﬁ." |

TSI1-AN.

The Most Remarkable Old Woman
Living.

A dispatch to the Sun from China
says that the Dowager Empress has left
Pekin for Kalfeng-fu in the province
of Honan. This city of over 200,000
inhabitants is the capital of Honan
Province, and the rallroad between
Pekin and Hankow will pass through
{t. The northern part of the road is
now far advanced, and the Empress
Dowager has probably utilized Iit, as
she did the completed portion when
she fled to Slam during the Boxer
troubles. -

Kaifeng Is a large trading place and
has the only distinctively Jewish colo-

JAPAN'S WAR MINISTER.

General Terauchl, who has been Ja-
pan's minister of war since 1898, was
educated in Germany and Japan and

GENERAL MASATAKE TERAUCHI.
wasg vice Liead of the Japanese board
of strategy during the Chino-Japanese
war.

ny in China. These Jews are engaged
almost entirely in gold and silver
working and in money lending.

The city Is on the right bank of
the Hoang river and has suffered ter-
ribly from the inundations of that
treacherous stream. In 1641 most of
the inhabitants signed their own death
warrant by tearing down the embank-
ments in the attempt to drown a rebel
army that was besleging them. The
rebels, however, escaped, while nearly
all the people of the town were drown-
ed.

We are not informed as to the rea-
sons given to the Chinese public for
the departure of the Empress from the
capital. When she and the emperor
took refuge in Slam the people were
not told that they had left Pekin be-
cause it was about to be occupled by
the allied forces. The journey was
due, It was sald, to the fact that the
emperor desired to travel through his

A RUSSIAN STATESMAN.
Count Lamsdorff, Russia’'s minister
of foreign affairs, is a veteran diplomat

COUNT LAMSDORFF.

and has been very conspicuous in the
negotiations between his country and
Japan.

dominions, study the condition of the
people and worship in the temples.
The American, Nichols, who traveled
to Siam later, sald that no ome inti-
neated to him that the royal party had
fled from Pekin, The revered rulers
created the Impression everywhere
that it was only their good pleasure
to travel to Siam; and to this day the
farmers speak of the imperial wander-
ers as If they had conveyel lasting
honor on the old land by traveling
through it.

If the Empress Dowager is making
her present progress by rall there will
be no opportunity for exciting incidents
similar to those that marked the land
journey to Siam. At that time she
had made up her mind that the Boxer
movement was a sad fallure; and
when, on the journey, a man in Boxer
regalin rushed into the road, knelt be-
side her chair and began a eulogistic
address on her efforts to exterminate
the “foreign devils,” she merely mo-
tioned to one of her body-guard, who
quietly walked up behind the Boxer,
and with one stroke of his sword cut
off his oration and his head at the
same time, and she degraded the man-
darin who had permitted the man to
make this demonstration under the
mistaken impression that It would be
pleasing to the empress,

When the lady was informed that a
Manchu of high rank in her party was
making a handsome squeeze In hiring
carts to carry the luggage, she at
once caused his head to roll in the

dust of the road.

NO. 19.
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A considerable number of decaplta-
tions, in fact, relieved the journey of
monotony; and these Incidents did not
tend to make the Empress Dowager
less popular with her subjects. For-
eigners who have spent much time
among the common people In China
say that they almost worship her, and
that her faults and cruelties are vir-
tues In their eyes, and the more intel-
ligent classes have a great admiration
and respect for her character and un-
bounded confidence in her abllity.—
New York Sun.

—————— ———

SAM JONES GROWS WISE.

Georgia Evangelist Learning That
Dispensaries Are Worse Than Sa-
loons.

Sam Jones writes to the Atlanta
Jourgal from Cartersville, as follows:
1 have spent three days of this week
In South Carolina, and I have been
thinking conslderably over what I saw
and heard on this trip as well as on
other tours through South Carolina.
I spent last Monday night In Charles-
ton. Our train on Coast Line was late.
We got to Charleston about 9 o'clock.
1 inquired at the hotel for a decent
restaurant. 1 was referred to one in
the block of the hotel. I went in, or-
dered my supper. At the table next
to me were four young men, not eat-
ing but drinking. They were full when
I got in; they were fuller when I got
ort. When I got back to the hotel I
rerarked that there seemed to be
more to drink than to eat at the res-
*aurant they referred me to. That
brought on more talk, and the dispen-
sary, with all its characteristlcs, was
discussed.

A gentleman standing high In the
financlal and political life of South
Carolina propored to me that he woula
show me something if I would go with
him, and 1 accepted his Invitation, ani
within twn blocks he carried me into
slx full-fledg 4 Charleston blind ti-
gers, He sa  there were 300 of them
there, Some¢ of them were raided by
the state and ecity constabulary fre-
quently. Others were Immune; they
never had been ralded.

There are fourteen state dispensa-
ries in Charleston. I suppose they only
1o a small per cent of the business in
liguor. The dispensaries must close at
6 o'clock In the evening, and open at
6 o'clock in the morning, but the blind-
tigers do business after the hours of
the dispensary, and they do business
until the wee small hours of the
morning. The names and places of
these blind-tigers are as well-known
in Charleston as the clothing stores of
George Muse and Eiseman, or the dry
goods stores of Chamberlin-Johnson
and Keely in Atlanta. The dispensaries
in the smaller towns do a large bus-
iness, and perhaps the only liquor
business of any of them worth speak-
ing of; but they do business, selling
bust-head from sixteen cents a half
pint bottle to $2 a quart. The state is
the wholesale dealer and furnishes all
the dispensaries, and the state's profit
is made In their profits as they sell to
the county and town dispensaries. For
instance, each dispensary pays the
state dispensary twelve cents a bot-
tle for that pop-skull, which the town
dispensary sells for fifteen cents, and
it has the stamp of the state chemist
on it, reading “nothing chemically im-
pure in this liguor.” I do not know
why they do not stamp on the bottle,
“Nothing morally Impure either.” The
one would go as far with me as the
other,

I once favored the dispensary as a
choice between the saloon and the dis-
pensary, for the following reasons:
First, 1 thought the dispensary would
put the bar-room crowd and the liquor
interests out of politics, and we all
know what a potent factor they make.
Secondly, that the license feature, by
which the coffers of the town and
state are enriched would be done away
with; and thirdly, because I believed
less liquor would be drunk. But the
South Carolina dispensaries demon-
strate that liguor is in politics worse
in South Carolina than any state in
the Union. And secondly, that the
faxyayers are getting more money out
of it. And, thirdly, that there is more
liquor drunk out of the dispensaries
of South Carolina per capita In my-
candid judgment, than out of the full-
Hedged bar-rooms In other states. It
will take South Carolina a hundred
years to recover from the effects of the
dispensary; for dispensary liquor not
only debauches the poor devils that
drink it, but the dispensary will de-
bauch the whole state in its politics
and morals, I am as much against
the open saloon as I ever was. I am
as much against the dispensary as I
am against the saloon, and for the
same reasons.

And 1 keep saying that if whisky
is a good thing, then turn it loose, and
let it flow ankle deep, and hang a dip-
per on the limb of every tree and give
the world all the good there is in it. If
it is a bad thing, then down with and
out with the whole business in extenso.

Greenwood, S. C., has never had a
dispensury. For first-class citizenship,
Intelligence, morality and decency she
stands without a peer in that state.
Clinton, S. C., I believe, is another of
the same stripe, But whenever you
find a dispenzary you will find a de-
bauched sentiment, and a growing
greed on the part of the taxpayers to
push its business, and to increase its
profits.

The best elements of South Caro-
linn are against the dispensary, the
worst elements of South Carolina are
agalnst the dispensary, and these two
classes together do not make a major-
ity in that state. It is an anomalous
state of things If the best and worst
elements of society be together against
anything.

I do not remember that 1 have met
a single minister in South Carolina, or
devout Christlan man who wasn't
against the dispensary; and the worst
feature of the dispensary system Is,
it has fastened itseif like a leech, and

to vote the saloons out of Macon, At-
lanta or Savannah, than to undertake
to vote the dispensary out of Athens
or Rome. I have not only got to fight
the ligquor, but I have got to fight the
profits of liquor that come to each
taxpayer of the county, and when you
touch the average fellow's pocket, you
have hit a vital spot.
_If any town In Georgla or other
state contemplates Inaugurating a dis-
pensary, let them send a committee of
three honest men to Charleston or Co-
lumbia, and take In also some of the
smaller towns, and see the thing as it
ls. That committee will come back
and report unfavorably. Keep your
saloons until vou can vote them out,
but don't ever compromise by swap-
ping your saloons for the dispensary.
A saloon Is the smallpox, a dispensary
is the measles. I, for one, had rather
have the smallpox, and get well than
have the measles, forever. I am fre-
quently asked, which would you choose
ealoons or dispensary or blind-tigers?
I reply, why don't you ask me which
I had rather have smallpox, yellow
fever or measles? By the grace of
God, I don't want either one of the
three in mine, and am not golng to
have them If I can help it

EXPENSES OF THE RAILROAD.

Lots of Drains of Which the Public
Knows Nothing.

The annual expenditures of rallroad
companies for purposes concerning
which the public takes little thought
are enormous, One of the items of
large expenses is the softening of wa-
ter used in locomotives, experience hav-
ing demonstrated that it Is cheaper to
install water softeners than supply
these locomotives with raw water.

On the middle division of the At-
chison, Topeka and Santa Fe Rallway
gsystem the sum of $27,376 s expend-
ed annually for this purpose, the soft-
ener being used at twenty-nine water
stations where the water has been
found unsuitable for boller purposes.
The locomotives passing these stations
use, on an average, about 999,000 gal-
lons of water daily. The water from
nearly all these sources contains In-
crusting constituents—that is, the sul-
phates and carbonates of lime and
magnesium, and in many cases, cor-
rosive substances, such as chloride of
calelum and magnesium, are present in
troublesome amounts.

The Incrusting sollds contained in
999,000 gallons of water used each day
in the year amount to over 3,200
pounds, or, in the course of a year 590
tons. This amount of Incrusting ma-
terfal deposited in the boller would, in
the first place, damage the boller
plates and cause an enormous Increase
in the consumption of coal. The re-
moval of this scale would cost proba-
bly from 6 to 10 cents per mile of dis-
‘ance run., =

At these twenty-nine water stations
water softeners have been erected at
great iInitlal expense. The malnten-
ance of these softeners requires the
expenditure of about $17 a day for
chemicals and an additional charge of
about $58 a day for services of attend-
ants, making a total of 376 a day, or
$27,375 a year. The cost of construc-
tion of these water softeners was not
made public, but if the cost of main-
tenance represents 4 per cent on the
investment, the total amount expended
for water softeners is nearly $700,000.

The same experience holds true of
other rallroads. At ten water sta-
tlons along the Union Pacific 2,790
pounds of solids are removed fro~ the
water each day, almost as much as is
removed from the water of twenty-nine
stations along the Santa Fe system, al-
though at the ten Union Paclfic sta-
tions they use about 50 per cent more
‘water than at the Santa Fe stations.

The chemlical survey of natural wat-
ers which Is being made by the hydro-
scononilc experts of the geologlcal sur-
vey, is directed, In part, toward the
location of available waters which may
be used for hoiler purposes without
treatment. If discovered and their lo-

cation made known, the saving of a
tremendous amount of money will be
effected. In the case of railroads the
cost of such great losjes, as above
mentioned, is due largely to lack of
information concerning the sources of
water suitable for boilers, and they
will become the greatest beneficlaries
of this phase of the work of the gov-
ernment.—New York Sun.

A DRY LUNCH.

Impossible to Eat Twenty Crackers
Without Water.

A company of sports were taking
supper together the other evening in
Mexico City as the guest of a some-
what notorlous gambler, who Is 2 man
past middle life and is always a prom-
inent figure on the streets because - of
the great length of his waistband. The
repast was served in a well-known res-
taurant and the host, who is a fluent
talker, entertained his guests with
some marvelous storles of feats he had
witnessed, including one about a man
who had eaten ten dozen of eggs, an-
other who had devoured a twenty-five-
pound fish, another who had disposed
of 10 dozen broiled quall and many
more of llke tenor.

The guests listened in wonder, but
without protest, then he gave them a
poser by repeating that he had seen a
man eat eight pounds of cheese and
four pounds of crackers without tak-
ing a mouthful of liquid of any kind.

The assertion caused one of the
guests to wake up, and he said to the
host: “I will bet you $40 that you can-
not eat forty crackers without taking
something to drink while doing s0.”

The bet was declined, but the guest
made another attempt and sald: “I
will bet you $20 that you cannot eat
twenty crackers without taking a drink
of some kind.”

The host is a man who does not care
to be bluffed, and responded by putting
up the money. It was done. The
crackers produced and carefully count-
ed, the guests all laid down their knlves
and forks and the host began to try to
win the money most vigorously. He
ate rapldly, but when six crackers had
been disposed of his jaws showed evi-
dent signs of weariness. He strugeled
gamely with the seventh and got It
down.

When he took up the eighth he nib-
bled at it for a while, put it on the ta-
ble but half eaten, and in broad, rich
Irish tones said: “I'll ate no more."”
And the bet was paid.—Mexican Her-

has come to stay. I had rather undertake

ald. L



